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DAVID LAVERCOMBE 
We decided to run in the student elections 
for the position of Student Newspaper 
Editor in 2001. At that time we knew Me 
about student politics, but knew that we 
wanted to change the direction and 
relevance of Semper Floreat to make it 
reflect the fact that UQ is one of Australia's 
leading Universities. We lost, but gained 
experience regarding election 
campaigning at UQ, and, having no 
endorsement, made a name for ourselves 
with 750 primary votes. We ran again in 
2002, and were endorsed by both Whitlam 
and Mojo. We were bigger and better in the 
2002 campaign, and polled 1417 primary 
votes, commanding an impressive lead in 
primary votes and increased our margin as 
preferences were distributed. 
If has been a big year for al! of us, and it is 
safe to say that we have learnt many 
things and had a lot of good limes. There 
are some things that we would have liked 
to do, but were not possible and other 
things that we would have done differently. 
But I am proud of our efforts this year and 
their results. 
We have tried to make Semper reflect the 
fact that it is a Union publication, We have 
tried fo make it more consistent, 
professional and entertaining. Rather than 
a self-indulgent wank-fest from the ivory 
tower of student politics, we have tried to 
raise the standard and to encourage 
opinions and pieces from the entire gamut 
of the student community, rather than one 
narrow ideological facet or special interest 
group. We were happy with the result and 
the encouraging feedback we received 
from the wider student community It is 
excellent to see that our year in office has 
encouraged other talented people to run 
for Semper. Independent Press and Rogue 
both appear to be good choices for 
Semper this year. Both would take the 
publication in different directions, as they 
added their own unique style to the paper, 
but would probably still maintain the quality 
and relevance that the wider student 
community has come to appreciate this 
year. 
The Union relies upon all its members 
pulling together and working for the greater 
good. Despite our intention, this, of 
course, did not occur this year. Instead if 
was a year of self-interest, conflict and ill 
will. 
Two of the top three executive of the Union 
made it their stated objective to sabotage 
Semper and stop us printing this year. It is 
somewhat difficult when you know that 
some people are merely looking for any 
excuse to attack you, or make your life 
difficult, that is why in some ways we 
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played a minimalist hand this year. Our 
priorities had to change to encompass our 
new fundamental purpose: survival. 
Fortunately the constitution was drafted 
with the intention that Semper could not be 
so victimised by a hostile executive. This 
did not prevent Mojo trying everything they 
could think of to stop us: Interpreting the 
constitution in spurious and often 
laughable ways; slashing our budget and 
putting money in the wrong budget lines; 
passing unconstitutional motions at 
Administrative Committee; abusing 
presidential emergency powers to attempt 
to make the Union Secretary Co-Publisher 
of all Union material; refusing to authorise 
Purchase Request Orders; and refusing to 
pay our printers. Mojo had no tenable 
justification for their actions and time and 
again they abused their power attempting 
to hinder us. 
For all their threats, name calling, and 
attempted bullying, Mojo managed to stop 
only our second edition going to print, 
through their politically motivated, 
hatcheting of the budget. If this were a 
game of 500, then Mojo played the bird. 
But the bird only wins one trick, and Mojo 
were forced to play it early. After that they 
couldn't win a trick to save themselves. 
The harder they tried, the worse they 
ended up looking. 
In a lot of ways It was exciting and 
enjoyable having an adversary in the 
Union, especially considering Mojo's 
repeated attempts to stop us were more 
pathetic and funny, rather than 
threatening. In many ways I was the 
boundary rider of the Semper team this 
year, certainly I was our primary 
protagonist. I was the office bearer that 
Mojo hated most this year, and my 
presence at meetings would usually fire 
them up into talking shit about Semper or 
myself, basically trying to fluster me. 
Certainly they'd try to have a go when I 
asked questions of them in meetings, often 
with very humorous results. They can take 
heart in the fact that sometimes they did 
succeed in irritating me: Jemma and 
Antonio strutting around the Union treating 
staff like servants; always being the first to 
put their name down when a speaking list 
opened at a meeting, regardless of 
whether they had anything to say; 
constantly espousing rhetoric and political 
verbal diarrhoea; and knowing that I could 
never trust what they had told me to be 
true. 
We made sure that we found lawyers 
outside the Union proficient in 
Administration and Constitutional Law, 
kept a file of evidence in case it should be 
required and circumvented the need to 
deal with the Secretary or Treasurer in 
most cases. It was a shame that the need 
for this arose, and the Union could not 
work constructively together for all 
students. What is the biggest shame Is all 
the time we wasted having to deal with the 
bullshit Mojo were trying to pull. We were 
not the only area to so have our time 
wasted by Mojo stirring the pot; almost all 
areas of the Union were affected, including 
some staff areas. Wages are one of the 
biggest costs to the Union. It is not 
economically responsible for Mojo office 
bearers to be wasting their time creating 
trouble and irritation for other office 
bearers, who then need to waste their own 
time dealing with the shit. That's what so 
much of their year has been, political point 
scoring and useless games. It is 
kindergarten stuff really, petty bullshit 
promulgated by self-absorbed people 
whose entire lives have been consumed 
by student politics, Mojo is not Robinson 
Crusoe in having these type of people in 
their team, turn up any rock in student 
politics and they are bound to come 
scurrying out, but Mojo has had the whip 
hand this year and have shown just how 
nasty they can be, for no purpose except 
to create trouble. 
The main problem is that there is no real 
way to keep student office bearers 
accountable. While investigating our 
options in relation to the actions of Mojo 
we explored avenues such as the Crime 
and Misconduct Commission and other 
such institutions. We found few avenues to 
pursue regarding abuses of power or 
cases of misconduct occurring in a Student 
Union. If any Mojo people actually make it 
into real politics, some of their shit might 
come back to bite them on the arse - when 
some scandal about their student days 
breaks in the media - but while it actually 
occurred, nobody cared. 
Our option remained to call a student 
referendum to propose the dismissal of the 
Mojo Secretary and Treasurer due to a 
failure to adequately discharge their 
duties, abuse of power and a failure to act 
in good faith and with due diligence. We 
were hesitant to pursue this option, due to 
the fact that this levef of hostility would 
probably have torn the Union apart. 
However, almost every other non-Mojo 
area of the Union was attacked this year 
and some were privy to Mojo's worst 
excesses. Had these areas moved for 
such a drastic action, then I believe we 
would have supported it, because it would 
have been justified. But the left remained 
disorganised and fractious, and Mojo 
continued to create problems unchecked. 
However not all of our dramas revolved 
around Mojo. The production of the 
Women's edition caused more irritation 
and sense of futility than any single Mojo 
action this year. Fortunately I was in 
Europe for most of the edition, acting as 
support crew for one mate who was insane 
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enough to ride 1200 km on a bike, and so 
heard most of the craziness later. Shona 
was left to take the lion's share, and she 
did an exceptional effort - as always. The 
problems arose over the purpose of the 
Women's edition. We wanted to have a 
women's edition to address the concerns 
and issues that still face women in society 
to the wider student community We were 
hoping to work constructively with the 
Women's department to produce the best 
Women's edition in a long time. The 
Women's officer, Lisa White, seemed to 
believe it was an excuse to kick the editors 
out of the office and allow the Women's 
collective to play with Quark (the 
publishing software) for a month, wack a 
few poems in, take a few pictures of 
themselves and blazon '100 percent 
produced by women for women,' on the 
front cover. We had a few problems with 
that; firstly, the Women's area has their 
own publication budget (one-third the size 
of Semper), their own room with their own 
Computer and with Quark, thereby having 
the means to produce such a hollow 
publication themselves; secondly Lisa 
White had difficulty producing one article 
per edition all year - we always had to 
chase her up and never received anything 
easily - we were not confident that she 
appreciated, or was able to do, the huge 
amount of work that goes into producing 
an edition of Semper; thirdly we thought it 
more important to address the issues and 
problems that women contend with, rather 
than be trapped in the mindset that it is evil 
for men to contribute. 
Lisa will inform someone, ad nauseam, 
that she is such a good communicator, but 
this has not been our experience with her. 
She does not seem to understand how to 
compromise so that both groups can work 
constructively together. She even 
threatened to strike a deal with Mojo so 
that they would vote together at Council 
against the Semper Editors, to give the 
Women's officer and Women's collective 
control of Semper. Despite all this, Shona 
still tried to compromise and work 
constructively on the edition. When I 
returned to Brisbane, Shona had almost 
burnt herself out, fallen alarmingly behind 
on her work, and was totally disillusioned 
with the entire process. Lisa was not 
happy with the result, has not said 
anything positive about the edition at all, 
didn't help with distribution, and went bad 
mouthing the editors to the Queer 
collective (with whom we were to work on 
the next edition). It goes to show Mojo 
does not have the monopoly on self-
absorbed and unreasonable people. 
Despite all the small people, long hours, 
large selection of crappy food, and 
irritation of student politics, it was a good 
year, and I thank the students for the 
privilege and honour. 
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SHONA NYSTROM 
My Semper and UQ Union experience has 
been a wonderful window into how some 
people live their lives. Unfortunately it is not 
a way I would wish to live my life, or one I 
would inflict on anyone else I cared for, but 
it has been informative none-the less. 
My intentions, ambitions, expectations, and 
all those warm fuzzy things you know have 
a good chance of changing before you have 
taken two steps into anything, soon did. 
They turned to shock, amazement, 
disappointment, and frustration. 
I had looked forward to some strong 
debates with people I thought would be 
politically aware and informed. I had hoped 
to become more politically aware and 
informed myself. Apart from some heated 
discussions within the Semper office, 
mostly between the Semper editors 
themselves, (which quite amusingly was 
often mistaken for conflict between the 
editors') there was not much on offer. 
Some people care dearly for this 
organisation. I have met some people, 
mostly adult permanent staff members, who 
are beautiful people and very interesting to 
talk to. More of the student politicians 
should listen to them. In fact more young 
people in general, should talk and listen to 
those who are older. The world has 
changed, but many of the problems we face 
have been met by others before us, and 
solved by others before us. But as long as 
we have pompous students who think that 
because they have won a student election, 
they have the right and ability to behave in 
any way they see fit, always with the excuse 
that 'this is polities', this organisation will 
remain in the rut it is currently In. 
It is my strong belief, that too many of these 
students think too much is politics. Most of 
what goes on here has little to do with 
politics, and is personality power games 
with the various players calling themselves 
'left' or 'right'. Few are able to explain, let 
alone justify their so called 'beliefs'. Most 
more often let their own actions contradict 
their words. Even more disappointing is that 
they rarely realise this. Right wingers who 
claim to believe in personal responsibility, 
go around trying to blame everyone else, 
and lefties who claim to care about society 
and those who need help, are very picky 
about who they will even talk to. 
I have learnt that there exist people over the 
age of 21 who still behave like this. But I 
have learnt other things too. This year, I 
have learnt how to use publishing software 
and deal with advertising and Public 
Relations companies. I have learnt that 
some people need the help of an 
organisation like this, and would be less 
likely to complain directly to a department 
about academic problems. I have learnt that 
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there are more homophobic people on 
campus than I had originally thought. I have 
learnt that some women still believe 
females are still oppressed, and that there 
is a women's room in the union building. 1 
have learnt how much some people like to 
complain about things, rather than find an 
effective remedy I have learnt what meeting 
procedure is, how annoying it is, and have 
met the morons who make meeting 
procedure a necessity And ! have learnt 
that even though the union car park is close 
to everything, it is nearly impossible to get a 
park where birds don't shit all over your car. 
Personally 1 don't give a damn who wins for 
next year. If you didn't already know who 
belongs to which team, they hardly know 
left from right themselves, if you could mute 
the inane rhetoric, I doubt anyone else 
could tell either. 
I have been told, to my face, that I am the 
most right wing Semper editior ever (quite a 
claim I thought at the time), I have been told 
I am really a Liberal, I have been told I am 
a Lefty Unfortunately I know what I believe 
in and I know what I stand for. Others trying 
to tel! me who I am, were not going to make 
me fall at their feet and join their side. 
Never before have I seen people so often 
judged on one criterion, their political 
beliefs. There is more to life people. There 
is more to most other people too. But then, 
when you live a narrow life, and have a 
limited experience with different people, you 
are likely to expect the same from 
everyone. I just hope that if any of these 
people make it into real politics, they will 
have matured a great deal. Othenwise, 
regardless of what political faction they are 
from, I won't be voting for them. 
ONE OF THE MORE ASTUTE 
PARTICIPANTS IN STUDENT POLITICS 
Thank you to the oncology nurses for the 
weekend get-aways, my pharmacy co-
workers, and the other good friends who 
helped me keep my priorities straight, and 
stopped me becoming consumed in the 
ridiculousness of what was my time at the 
Union. 
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JIM WILSON 
Well, it's time for the final editorial of the 
year. For those ot us involved with Semper 
this year, much time has been spent 
thinking about what you, our readers would 
like to read. Well, stiff shit, my final editorial 
is going to be all about what I want to write, 
not what you want to read. As such, I'm now 
going to Indulge in a blatantly self-indulgent 
rant, about me, and my life. 
Firstly I must start out by saying that I have 
recently been released from a long-term 
relationship. I must thank my co-editors for 
picking up the slack during my subsequent 
wall-staring time. I was helped through this 
time by the knowledge that former World 
Heavyweight Champ Frank Bruno was 
going through something similar. Bruno was 
admitted to a mental hospital when police 
found him asleep in his back yard, in the 
boxing ring where he v;on the 
championship. He had recently endured a 
painful public divorce from his wife, and 
been left with a five million pound debt. It 
led to a friend of mine coming up with the 
MasterCard slogan: Divorce? Five million 
pounds. Public Heartbreak? Painfully 
humiliating. Being a 'Lil Fella? Priceless. A 
man who went five rounds with Mike Tyson 
at the peak of Tyson's powers being 
hospitalised by a broken heart has a certain 
inherent humour in my opinion? 
One of the most exciting things about being 
in a sexual relationship is the fact that you 
can convince yourself of the most ridiculous 
bullshit. Bullshit is a tremendous amount of 
fun, but it can't go on indefinitely And while 
I do feel pretty foolish for not recognising at 
the time what seems so obvious now, I did 
have a good time. It all goes to confirming 
two theories I've had for a while: The more 
people tell you something about 
themselves, the less likely it is to be true, 
and you are only necessary as long as you 
are useful. 
I should talk briefly about student politics. To 
put it simply, there are a lot of dickheads in 
student politics. There is nothing sadder 
than a person who has given up their lives 
to student politics. You would go a long way 
to find a more ridiculous group of people at 
university The real problem is that despite 
all the rhetoric, a tragically small amount of 
student politicians actually give a shit about 
making things better for students. And the 
more they tell you that they do, the less they 
mean it. 
But. to paraphrase Paul Keating, just 
because I'm a Semper editor doesn't give 
me the right to tip a bucket of shit on 
everybody else. I am a student politician, so 
I'm as much to blame as everybody else. 
Some people are genuinely interested in 
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helping students, but they have no time 
because of all the bullshit student politics 
requires them to indulge in. The fact of the 
matter is, until actual students start to turn 
up and demand better, nothing Is going to 
change. So if you're 'not interested' or 
'couldn't be bothered', then don't complain 
when nothing gets done. 
We have made some wonderful friends, this 
year, from all sides of politics. Friends that 
will always be remembered and welcomed 
for the length of my life. I thank all those 
people for allowing me to get to know them. 
THINGS LIFE HAS TAUGHT ME THIS YEAR: 
Now. time for a list, because it's easier than 
writing whole paragraphs. 
• You are only necessary as long as you 
are useful. 
• The more people tell you something 
about themselves, the less likely it is to be 
true, i.e. "I'm a very good communicator", 
'Tm always upfront with people about my 
problems", or "I would never knowingly act 
harm this Union". The reason they say it so 
often is that they're trying to convince 
themselves. Denial's a beautiful thing, 
• Disturbingly more people than you 
would think read editorials. There are a lot 
of sickos out there, after all. 
• People who talk about "feeding off 
someone's energy", or needing an 
"outlease" and other similar bullshit, are not 
only out of touch with reality they are also 
missing something within themselves. 
• Liberals are fundamentally anti-union 
(not that I didn't know that already), and as 
such, should not be allowed to run unions. 
• Blaming other people, although easier, 
is not going to solve your problems. 
• Student politics sux. 
• Getting pissed or taking drugs, although 
enjoyable, is not going to solve your 
problems. 
• Make sure your car door is closed 
before you try to back out of the driveway 
• People who take themselves outside of 
a system are never going to change it. As 
such, direct action is useless unless it 
comes from those within the system. 
Anyone who tries to convince themselves 
othenwise is merely taking the easy way 
out. 
• No matter what you do, the Semper 
office will always smell. 
• People are much more convincing when 
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they believe their own bullshit. Why else 
would anyone believe a socialist? 
• Anyone who thinks Brisbane IndyMedia 
is a valuable resource has a dangerously 
loose connection with reality and quite 
often a psychological illness relating in 
some way to Duncan Pegg. 
• Anyone who takes socialism seriously 
has a dangerously loose connection with 
reality and quite often a psychological 
illness relating in some way to Duncan 
Pegg. 
• It is impossible to produce a student 
publication in Brisbane without mentioning 
Duncan Pegg at some point. 
• It is not possible to get a balanced diet 
when you shop exclusively at the 7-11. 
Now for the list of thank youse: 
My family As the saying goes, you can 
choose your friends, but you can't choose 
your family Fortunately for me. I didn't have 
to choose, because knowing my judgement 
I probably would have chosen stupid 
people, for some stupid reason. Big Dave, 
for drinking piss with me, eating shit food 
with me, and listening to me crap on when 
required, and further more, being one of the 
rare people able to understand my crap. 
Davo, Anna, Phillipa, Les and Andy 
because blood's thicker than water, 
particularly when you're an Isles. Splooky 
for being far more patient with me than he is 
with just about everybody else. Marcus, for 
making me realise how much I'm going to 
miss you, ya bastard! Little Lukey for being 
a top bloke, and, I dunno, for having his own 
pool cue or something (I'm still not going to 
refer to you as 'Bugsy'). Sweepsy and 
Shona, for letting me be part of a great 
team, you're both amazing people. Monie, 
for sending me nice emails, and just being 
someone who gets it. You're very talented, 
Monie. Belly I can't think of a reason, but he 
took 6 wickets on the weekend. Sacha, 
Josh, Jimi, Troy Katie and everyone else, 
'cause we're mates. And Colin, for not 
taking this shit too seriously 
1 will leave you with a quote from the lyric of 
a song by those two legendary blues men, 
B.B King and Eric Clapton; 
'So, for the final time, 
'ahyrnore. 
Peace, out, JGW 
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Letters to the Editors 
Editors, 
Some teams are protr\ising to bring a 
bakery to Campus if elected. This is a 
good thing to promise and thumbs up 
to all teams who have made it part of 
their platform, especially considering 
that students would probably 
appreciate a bakery and plans are 
already well underway for this to 
happen. The University is closing down 
half of biological sciences refectory, 
due to the need to expand the library. 
The remaining part of the refectory 
is to be turned into a food court area, 
which will have a bakery. So no matter 
who is elected, it won't make a scrap 
of difference to having a bakery at 
UQ. Teams that promised this merely 
show themselves as pretty deceptive 
and hollow. 
Sarah B. 
Dear Eds, 
Has any one else noticed with some 
concern that the various species of 
birds on campus are becoming more 
aggressive over time? A group of 
ducks recently assaulted me when I 
was getting stoned down near the 
lakes. I was quietly enjoying a quality 
spiiff when I noticed a group of 
teenage ducks hanging around 
together. One of them approached me 
and asked for a cigarette. When I 
refused ( I was down fo my last one) 
he became aggressive, and pecked me 
quite hard. Obviously fearing for my 
life, I turned to flee, but the duck 
was able to use his mobile phone fo 
call in his duck mates, who surrounded 
me. Fortunately, I was able to make 
my way out by pretending to be a large 
dog. I t was a close escape. I would like 
to know what the Student Union, and 
the University are doing to ensure 
that gangs of ethnic ducks no longer 
attack innocent stoners. 
BenG 
Dear Editors, 
What a load of shit Semper was this 
year. I t strikes at the heart of 
student activism to have a student 
newspaper that does not solely 
promote the interests of minorities, A 
'well balanced' view fails to 
understand the inherent structures in 
society that cause oppression. Until 
the majority of people wake up to this 
realisation, disadvantaged groups will 
continue to be oppressed by our 
patriarchal society, and Semper's of 
the standard this year will continue to 
promote the interests of the 
oppressing classes. 
ba've 
Dear Editors, 
I am writing to express my dismay at 
what has become of the nightlife in 
the Valley. The Valley used to be a 
place you could go to escape the 
wankerism of the city nightlife. Now 
it seems to be filled with people who 
are completely concerned with 
appearances. I t seems that going out 
in the Valley now is all about looking 
cool, picking up, and looking down on 
anyone who doesn't f i t the 
stereotype. In other words, the same 
as the city. I t seems that every 
weekend the Valley is filled with try-
hards doing their best to look cool. I f 
you talk to these people, they will 
usually tell you how 'lame the City is, 
and the only cool places are in the 
Valley. Yawn. These are exactly the 
same private school tossers who used 
to frequent the City, before it 
became uncool. They are merely trying 
to convince themselves that they ore 
somehow different to all of the other 
people who like to get drunk, pick up 
and look cool. Perhaps this change in 
perceptions has led to the decline in 
the quality of local live music over the 
years. I t seems that most of the 
people involved now are only doing it 
for the cool points. Any clown with a 
guitar can pen a few cliched lines ar\d 
moan/wail In front of an audience. 
This docs not mean they are talented, 
or 'alternative'. I t just means they are 
trying to buy in to the supposed cool 
of being a musklan. 
To all these people I have this to say: 
Stop trying to convince yourself that 
you are cooler than everyone else. You 
are just wankers 
Jive 
Semper, 
I'd like to congratulate the new 
"Welfare Officer for the excellent 
work he has been doing. I was 
recently breached by Centrelink for 
dubious reasons, and didn't know 
where to turn. When the "Welfare 
Officer came to our class and told us 
what he was there for, I came up to 
the Union building to see if he could 
help. Thanks to his advice, and the 
advice of the union organisers, I was 
able to successfully appeal the 
decision, and I can now afford to eat 
whilst I am studying. It 's good to know 
that some elected officers actually 
earn their pay. 
Dan 
What the fuck? George W Bush is 
coming to Australia and Howard is 
spending over a million doWars to f ly 
everyone back to Canberra to hear W 
address a joint sitting. I remember 
when Howard addressed the US 
congress, it was filled with staffers 
and nobodies. Now we are expected to 
show Bush how important he Is, 
because little Johnny and W are such 
great mates. Remember, Howard 
'could almost be a Texan'. 
Scott T 
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Dream job 
in the last 
S ta l in i s t 
state? 
Aaron M Meadov /^s 
Two questions that friends asked me 
before I left to work in Korea stick in my 
mind. The first, 'North or South Korea?' 
made me laugh. Graduate and start a 
dream job in the worid's only remaining 
Stalinist state; you could market that. The 
second; 'why?' from a friend whose idea of 
exotic travel is a week in the Whitsundays, 
prompted me to reply 'why the fuck not'. 
So here I was, three days after graduating 
with a BA in International Relations and 10 
days after having answered a recruiters ad 
over the internet, I was standing in Incheon 
International Airport, having been flown half 
way round the world by a new employer I 
had never spoken to, let alone met. The 
recruiter handled everything over the 
phone, so I guess I was taking a big risk. I 
had liquidized my assets in a week and had 
gambled it all on an adventure-teaching 
English to Korean kids. 
Korea is one of the world's bigger 
industrial economies, but is often 
overlooked in a region containing China 
and Japan. The Korean government is 
eager to keep its competitive edge in the 
global marketplace, therefore it 
encourages graduates from native English 
speaking countries to come and teach its 
kids to converse in the language of worid 
commerce. Did I mention they pay well 
too? 
English teaching in the rest of Asia (Japan 
aside) is a task done more for love than 
money Many ex-pats seek teaching jobs in 
Thailand, Vietnam and Indonesia so they 
can live in and experience these wonderful 
cultures. They are also paid sweet FA. 
Many compliment their meager earnings 
with their own savings. Not so in Korea. In 
fact, when I did a few cost of living 
comparisons with graduate jobs I had 
applied for in Canberra and Sydney I came 
out ahead here. Salaries average around 
$35k (Australian) per annum, but 
accommodation is thrown in free of charge, 
as is a return airfare. Tax is negligible too; I 
pay a combined total of 5%, including 
national insurance. My only major 
expenses are Internet, cable TV and gym 
membership, which are ridiculously cheap 
as well. 
This having been said, I have never really 
taught anything to anyone, except good 
manners to a few anti-social types when I 
worked as a doorman at a London pub. 
Having finally arrived and moved into my 3-
room apartment, I was informed by the 
head teacher that I would be taking my first 
class the next day Shitf ( was handed the 
textbook and told to prepare. Fortunately I 
spent two years of my degree studying 
Indonesian and took in a lot vis-a-vis 
language teaching methods. I also found 
plenty of resources on the net regarding 
TESOL (Teaching English to Speakers of 
Other Languages), Other than that, I 
figured that kids love to have fun. I decided 
to entertain then as well as teach them. 
Let me state at this point that I do not teach 
at a government school. I work in a 
Hagwon. What the fuck is a Hagwon, you 
ask? It is a private academy that Korean 
parents send their kids to for extra tuition 
above and beyond normal schooling. Our 
Kids attend three forty-minute sessions, 
two or three times a week and that is just 
one Hagwon. Students frequently attend 
two or three of these schools for additional 
subjects such as Korean, History or Math. 
It's a giant workload for these poor little 
buggers and cases of nervous or sleep 
disorders are not unknown. Still, I am not 
here to change Korean parenting. This 
country rose from economic basket case to 
global giant in a matter of 30 odd years 
through sheer hard work. I admire that 
somewhat. My kids like me and the 
teachers, administrators and parents are 
constantly praising me. For the first time in 
living memory I am experiencing job 
satisfaction. 
Life here is strange though. I have lived, 
worked and traveled in Asia and Korea was 
my 21st country visited in the last 10 years, 
so I am no greenhorn. Korean history has 
profoundly shaped the people, their outlook 
and their lifestyle, sometimes for the good, 
sometimes for the bad. Not wishing to 
generalize, but Koreans can be xenophobic 
to a shocking degree. It is not uncommon 
to hear Korean friends say things like 'there 
was no Aids here until foreigners brought it 
in and spread it' or 'we escaped the SARS 
epidemic because of our diet' or 'Korean is 
the most perfect language in the world'. No 
shit, no lies. And they drink a lot too. In fact, 
living amongst a group of alcoholic 
xenophobes, its almost like John Howard's 
Australia, isn't it? 
Korea's misfortune to be the staging point 
for the death throws of the Cold War makes 
for an interesting life as well. I live just 
outside Seoul in a new middle-class 
housing area that sits a mere 25 kilometers 
from the DMZ and a million North Korean 
troops. On Sunday night as I traveled to an 
adjacent suburb for Thai food with a 
Canadian friend. I was informed by him that 
the whole area was built to slow an 
invasion from the North, and thus buy 
some time for Seoul's 10 million 
inhabitants. The main streets are eight 
lanes wide to facilitate tank movements. 
Scary shit, but I doubt our Northern 
brothers will be down any time soon. They 
are too busy holding the West to ransom 
with their nuclear programs and stripping 
the bark off trees to eat. 
I am fortunate to live in an affluent area in 
which there are many other ex-pats. Not 
that I don't, or won't, mix with Koreans. I 
have many good Korean friends, but not 
speaking the language it is often hard to 
communicate. I have already lost one 
romantic attachment for that very reason. 
Try having a date with someone with whom 
you can only sit there and smile at. At least 
there was beer and heavy petting. There is 
a great ex-pat bar here and I have joined a 
soccer teams with some 15-odd other 
teachers and a few Koreans! It is a great 
way to meet the locals and many lagers are 
shared with rival teams after the match. 
There is always somewhere in Seoul to 
escape to, where one can have a decent 
blether with another foreigner, even if it is 
one of the 40,000 US troops stationed 
here. 
You take the good with the bad when you 
come here. The isolation that comes with 
being a minority has really struck me hard. 
When I go and shop at the supermarket I 
am always conscious of the fact that I am 
being stared at from all angles. You know 
when you hear the word 'wayguk' spoken 
they are talking about you as this is the 
Korean word for foreigner. I have also been 
told I am not welcome in a certain pub that 
is a mere 10 meters from my front door 
because I am not Korean. However, it 
makes'me happy when I run into one of my 
students in the supermarket and he or she 
chats with me a little in front of an admiring 
parent I was blown away by the hospitality 
of my boss and his wife when they gave me 
a three-month supply of Kim chi, the staple 
of the Korean diet that I have grown to love. 
I revel in the moments of pure slack I 
achieve, knowing that life has not been this 
good for sometime. I have made some 
wonderful friends, both foreign and Korean, 
have achieved happiness in my work and 
am presently enjoying the most beautiful 
autumn I have ever seen. Will I be coming 
back to Australia any time soon? Not 
bloody likely! 
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"A test, not primarily of speed, but ofbmins, skill ana 
endumnce'' - Pierre Giffard, 1891 
By DAYTON WALKER 
It is dark. It is cold. At 3 a.m. on an August 
morning we are labouring across the hills 
and valleys of Brittany, France. The 
stomach is churning and the toes slowly 
freezing on the pedals. We have cycled 
more than 900 kilometres. We still have 
300 to go. This is the Paris-Brest-Paris, or 
the PBP: the oldest cycling race in the 
world, and the most prestigious event for 
non-professionals. 
In 1891, Pierre Giffard, owner of the sports 
daily Le Petit Journal, created a monstrous 
event: competitors mounted their bicycles 
in the capital, rode 600 kilometres to 
Brest—the furthest point they could reach 
without falling into the Atlantic—then turned 
round and raced back. Immediately it was a 
huge success, and 12 years later the 
proprietors of the rival sports paper L'Auto 
started the Tour de France in response. 
Now held every four years, the event has 
grown from the initial 206 starters in 1891 
(of whom only 99 finished) to more than 
4000 cyclists today evenly split between 
French and foreign riders, including 82 
Australians. Participants are allowed 
maximum of 90 hours to complete the 1225 
kilometre course from Paris though 
Normandy and Brittany to Brest and back. 
There are no prizes, and rankings are not 
even officially recognised. Time is all that 
matters. 
I have chosen the 8 p.m. start, with a 
reduced time limit of 80 hours, but I want to 
make the halfway point at Brest before 
stopping to sleep. We slowly inch our way 
toward the starting line as the minutes and 
then seconds tick down. The horn blows 
but we don't go anywhere. There are too 
many riders in front. Gradually they thin 
and as space opens up we ride off to the 
sound of applause and cheers from the 
crowds who line the streets to witness the 
spectacle. Leaving Paris, we form one 
continuous stream of hundreds of cyclists, 
constantly braking and accelerating to 
accommodate the obstacles and avoid 
crashing into one another. 
Soon we are in open countryside. The pace 
quickens perceptibly but almost 
immediately slows as we pass the first rider 
down. There is blood and he does not look 
good. An ambulance is in attendance and a 
little further on the gendarmerie come 
barrelling down the road to the scene. 
As darkness settles, we cease to notice the 
hills until suddenly we are flying down the 
descents into inky blackness. Ahead there 
is a constant stream of red taillights; 
behind, the same in white. The long stream 
breaks into several large trains of hundreds 
of cyclists each. The pace constantly 
increases as we race along through the 
night. 
Our pack becomes a hungry express train, 
gobbling up everything in its path. It sees 
another bunch ahead and rushes to catch 
up, aggressively it chewing through and 
spitting the slower riders out behind. 
Thundering through the tiny stone villages, 
we reach the first control, after 140 
kilometres, an hour ahead of schedule. 
My legs are shaking and all I want is to lie 
down to rest. I scan the sea of spectators 
for my support crew—Alexander Haakh 
and David Lavercombe—the two friends 
who will selflessly navigate their way along 
the tiny back roads forming the alternate 
route for support vehicles, meeting up 
every 80 kilometres or so at the controls 
where I will have my route book stamped, 
and grab something to eat. They will 
service the bike and change the water 
bottles and perhaps massage life back into 
sore feet and torn muscles. They will hardly 
sleep in three days. Yet they will never 
complain as I grumble and moan about my 
aches and pains or demand a fresh jersey 
or make them wait more than an hour in the 
cold as I fall behind schedule. Then I will hit 
the road again and they will scramble to get 
to the next control to set up before I arrive. 
Together we form a well-oiled team, each 
with his specific duties in our quest for a 
fast time. My job is simple: all I have to do 
is to keep cycling. 
"Crepes!" "Cafe!" Ahead a man stands in a 
lantern-cast pool of light. As we slide past 
into the inky blackness, we smell the warm 
welcome scent of coffee and pancakes. I 
look across at my companion, fellow 
Queenslander Paul Cribb, He nods and we 
turn back. Here a private garage has been 
converted to a makeshift refuelling stop. 
While Madame makes an enormous pile of 
warm fresh crepes on a hot plate and her 
neighbour pours hot black coffee, the 
menfolk chat with cyclists out front. These 
people, with hearts of gold, will cheerfully 
man their stall, providing free refreshment 
to the hordes of cyclists as they pass 
through over three cold dark nights. 
The eastern sky gradually lightens from 
inky black to grey to golden and finally the 
sun's rays feebly peep over the distant 
horizon to dispel the cold eariy morning 
mists. As we trundle along, the scenery of 
this beautiful corner of France unfolds: 
farmhouses dot summer-baked hillsides 
and village inhabitants calmly go about 
their daily business, offering a wave or a 
cool drink as we pass. 
All through the race I promise myself that 
this is both the first and last time I will ever 
be foolish or masochistic enough to attempt 
such a feat. Yet, as we near Paris, resolve 
begins to waiver. 
This will be Paul's second successful PBP. 
"I guess I'll have to come back in 2007 for 
the trifecta," he says, and goes on, "And 
you'll have to come back too.,, just to make 
sure you really were here." I find myself 
agreeing to this odd logic and realise that 
four years hence, I will be back for more. 
A little after five on the evening of the third 
day I roll into Paris. After 69 hours and 18 
minutes on the road, I cross the line to the 
applause of the gathering crowds. 
Je suis un ancien! I am a veteran. 
Alexander, David and I toast the victory 
with champagne and, for the first time in 
three days, truly relax. I ask them if they 
would be willing to go through it all over 
again. They laugh, and will not commit. Yet 
Paris-Brest-Paris is an addiction not easily 
lost, and the allure of an ever faster time is 
strong. In 2007, we will return to Paris, The 
bar will be raised just a little higher, as the 
goal is set just a little faster. In the end, time 
is all that matters. 
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Semper originally interviewed John Birmingham a while ago, to coincide 
roughly with the release of his new book, 'Dopeland'. Owing to a few 
technical (roubles, we lost that inten/iew. but we were able to meet up with 
JB over a few quiet ales. 
What's it like being a writer from Brisbane? 
It's not bad you know. Poor old Brissie was a shithole when ! was here in 
the 1980s, which is why 1 went away. It's not as bad now. People still leave, 
and people still think you have to leave. Truthfully you probably do, if only 
because there's not that much going on. Interesting things happening up 
here if you are into web design or games design. You actually can stay in 
Brisbane. There're some fantastic fuckin' games designers down towards 
the coast. I met a guy at a party the other night. You know what his job his? 
He designs guns for the computer games. You get Double Helix II or 
Mechwarrior or something, and you see these big monstrous fuckin' 
cannons these guys are carrying in their powered armour? He's the bloke 
who designs them. He just sits at home and does that. There's stuff like that 
happening here, and that's quite exciting. Then there's the band scene up 
here.., it's interesting, there's not many live venues - you've got the Zoo 
down in the Valley of course, gamely kicking on - and yet you do have some 
bands coming out of Brisbane. And I suppose great bands will always come 
out of Brisbane partly because there's not that much else to do, so what are 
you gonna do? Get a couple of guys together in a garage and thrash it like 
mental cases. Maybe if Brisbane got a lot more interesting great bands 
wouldn't come out of here any more. I dunno. As a writer, it's nol bad 
because it's quiet. Down in Sydney it's very easy to be distracted -1 know 
because I've done it - you can go out to some function every fuckin' night 
of the week and not necessarily books or magazines, you get invited to 
everything down there once you've sold a few books. You can suddenly find 
that you've gone six months where every night you've been out with free 
champagne and fuckin' prawns on crackers, and it's fantastic, but you've 
got nothing done. So Brisbane is nol bad because that doesn't happen as 
much. There're lots of writers up here, increasing numbers of them actually 
Lots of chicks too, like Cathy Wilson and Louise Limerick who have just 
brought out books up here. Kim Wilkins is also up here. It is a little 
community here, so it's not bad. In fact I'm going lo get a couple of them 
together for a big lunch soon. The good thing about writing is that you can 
do it anywhere, but to learn your chops, to actually go through your garage 
band stage, as a writer, you've got to work magazines for a while. First of 
all you get paid for it, and secondly you learn to work to deadlines. The 
editing is also quite harsh; they whip on you, which is a good thing. You've 
got lo go to Sydney, there's no other choice. You can't even go to 
Melbourne, there're no mags down there. Having said that, the government 
up here... they're a funny old government. They're a sort of shambling, 
bovine, bunch of right-wing thugs as has ever governed in Queensland, But 
i! 
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they pump a lot of money into the literature festival and they pump money 
into (he Writers Centre. I certainly get a sense that there is more of a 
support network up here than there is in a place like Sydney, where you 
make it on your own or you starve to death. So it's not bad. Of course, 
you've still got FM104. They're playing exactly the same fuckin' play-list 
they were playing the day I left in 1989, with perhaps a littie Pearl Jam 
thrown in. It amazes me, any excuse, any fuckin' excuse, to go through that 
play-list again. They always have these special things on the weekend, like 
the Top 1000, and surprisingly enough there's always of lots Barnsey and 
ACDC in there. One weekend it was British Commonwealth, so lots of 
Barnsey and lots of ACDC, but no Peari Jam that weekend because they're 
from the US. My favourite was the weekend when that chick who had hid 
in the cupboard for a couple of years came out and did the 60 Minutes 
interview, they devoted the whole weekend to her—to the music that she 
missed while she was in the cupboard. Surprisingly enough, Barnsey and 
ACDC did quite a lol of work in that period. So I can't listen to the radio 
much when I'm working. 
Do you think Brisbane has grown up? 
Yes and no. It's still very much a white man's town. Look at all us, we're all 
white boys. There's one guy over there who's not, and that's it...oh no, there 
is one over there too, having a baguette. In Sydney or Melbourne, basically 
you would have a global scattering of people just in this small area here. So 
no, it's still very much a white man's town from an ethnic point of view. I 
know you can go out into places like Darra but they're ghettoised. The 
people are not very integrated into the power structure of the city in the way 
that they are in other places. When I left Brissie it wasn't impossible to get 
a decent cup of coffee, but it meant you had to go down to the Cosmo in the 
Valley At that stage il wasn't the big Cosmopolitan Cafe, il was just a shop 
that sold Gacia bloody espresso machines and you could buy a coffee there 
as well. Now, there're 400 bloody cafes in the central city but you've still got 
to go down to the fuckin' Cosmo to get a decent cup of coffee. So yes and 
no from that point of view, I did a lol of work in the office around the corner 
recently because I was on deadlines for my airport novel, and so I'd often 
be here late that night on Thursday or Friday night. I'd come out and it was 
just like the Brisbane of old. Blocky boys in chambray shirts vomiting into the 
gutter and smashed bottles of XXXX and lots of blonde giris around, just as 
pissed as their boyfriends, vomiting into phone booths. That hadn't changed 
at all. I haven't tuned in recently but ZZZ used (o do this roundup of 'what's 
on' every evening, and it was one of my favourites when I was here in the 
80s because it was just two guys leafing through the Courier Mail on air. 
They'd be on behind the microphone going, "Oh, what's goin' on tonight? Aw 
fuck, um... nothin'. What's on? Aw? Oh no. Nah, there's nothin', Nothin' al 
all." Every night. I suspect if I tuned in to ZZZ (I can't because I'm putting my 
kids to bed al that lime of night) I reckon they'd still be flicking through, doing 
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exactly the same routine. 
People must always ask you if you think 'Dopeland' promotes 
marijuana use. However, even if it does, is that a bad thing? 
Look, if you weren't a very careful reader, of course it fuckin' promotes the 
use of marijuana. I got asked this question by a really intense looking gothic 
chick from Griffith University She said 'Don't you think you're glamorising 
dope smoking?' Hell's bells, 1 travelled around the country, smoking dope 
and getting paid for it, suriing, eating magnificent hamburgers, going lo 
parties, all on someone else's tick. And if I got busted, they were going to fly 
lawyers in to gel me oul. Of course it's fuckin' glamorous, you can't take the 
glamour out, it's impossible. However, if you do read towards the end of the 
book, you will see that I do admit I put on fifteen kilos of dope fat in the 
course of the 'Dopeland' research. It's taken me a year to strip it off, and my 
doctor told me to 'strip it off or die'. 
Does it really matter? No, of course not. It's one little book that'll be read by, 
fuck knows how many people, most of whom are already dope smokers. 
Would you liken the government's approach to marijuana as similar to 
prohibition, and do you think we're going to see a change in our 
societal acceptance of marijuana? 
It's already happened, that question's about twenty years out of date. If you 
asked that question about say heroine, or coke, or ecstasy you'd be spot 
on. Governments or to use the correct left-wing term, 'the state', have given 
up on the idea of policing the personal use of marijuana, because they 
realise it's impossible. It's been almost forty years since dope became a 
mass-market drug, which means that you've had two generations go 
through. The generation that is now in power - although you look at them 
and they look like a bunch of fuckin' daleks on the six o'clock news in their 
suits - those guys grew up surrounded by people who were smoking, if they 
themselves weren't smoking. They know it's no more harmful than tobacco. 
The other thing that has played into it has been the triumph of economic 
rationalists in government. They look at the size of the dope market, which 
is six billions dollars in Australia. And they know that that's a fuckin' force of 
nature, you can't stop it; six billion dollars, it has marke{ power Even if (hey 
put together a bunch of TV style super cops who go in and bust half of the 
dope crop in one year, they're just going (o increase the scarcity value, 
which drives up the price of the remaining fifty percent, which then makes it 
more attractive to existing or sun/iving suppliers, or for new people to enter 
the market. And because of hydroponics, it's very easy for people to enter 
the market, unless you're a complete fuckin' idiot. 
Today's Pollie, they'll still use drug hysteria politically, but they know its bullshit. 
Where as, if you go back a generation, they were believers; they believed 
marijuana was a demon weed. Today they know that's shit, but they'll use it, 
the same way they'll use any other political tactic lo further their means. 
You spoke about drug hysteria and how it is used for political mileage, 
are you concerned that the war on terrorism is going to be used in the 
same way? 
Sometimes I get really quite depressed about it, and I worry that we're about 
to enter twenty or thirty really dark years. Not just because of the criminally 
negligent policies of Ihe Bush government. bu( also because people like Al-
Queda and the Taliban are complele medieval nutters, and wil! not be happy 
until every last one of us is dead. If they honestly believed that it would 
further their cause to slip in here today and slit your fuckin' throat from ear 
to ear, they'd do it without thinking about it. 
It's funny, I've got friends on the far left, and we talk about this in hushed 
whispers sometimes; when they're not out protesting Bush, their view on Al-
Queda is that they must be exterminated to the last man and woman. They 
don't talk about it in public, though. 
Looking at the trouble that Bush has got himself into over Iraq,..the beauty 
of liberal political systems - and it's one that isn't acknowledged by the Left, 
and isn't even understood by groups like Al-Queda - is that they're open 
systems, and that they're self correcting. Bush has made a huge mistake 
going into Iraq, most people knew that, except, you know, him. A mistake 
has been made, and there will be consequences for him. I suspect now he 
will not win another term in office. He will be run out of office because of the 
mire they'll get themselves into over Iraq. The president and the 
administration that takes over will have to convince the electorate that they 
have alternative vision. The thing about the US, is that we think of it as a 
monolithic society it's not, it's an atomised society which is driven along 
dozens of different competing lines. It's very, very conflicted. 
I suspect that it is going to be a process of just basically getting our shit 
together, to deal not just with smiling little pricks like Amrozi, but also with 
the stale of mind, the economies, and societies, which created them. You 
talk to guys like Mick Keelty the AFP commissioner, he understands in the 
war on terror there is a place for cruise missiles, but there's also a place for 
things like water reform, trade reform, and educational aid for places like 
Pakistan. That debate will work itself oul over the next five years or so. 
Whether or not that debate works itself out properly will determine whether 
guys like you, and the other guys on campus get to live reasonably cruisy 
lives, or whether or not you become the next war generation. 
Another debate, which people are talking about, is the debate about 
civil liberties versus security. Do you see that as a concerning facet? 
That's a debate we're having at the moment, but we're not having it 
particulariy strenuously I followed the ASIO bill quite closely I couldn't figure 
out which side I supported as I could recognise arguments on both sides. If 
you went back to October 10 last year: there's a couple of ASIS guys 
stationed in Indonesia; at the moment, they're barred from grabbing guys of 
the street and, you know, torturing them. II those guys had found Hambali 
and Amrozi twenty four hours before Bali, and had known they were up lo 
something, and if it had been possible to grab them and stick a gun in the 
back of their throats and say 'tell me what it is or I'll kill you'. They don't tell, 
so they shoot 'em, and they move on to the next guy 
Do we as a society want to not just allow that, but fund them to do it, train 
them to do il, legislatively encourage them to do that? At the moment, we 
don't. If we tuck up the war on terror to the point where we're fighting it in 
our own streets, there won't be a debate about civil liberties, they'll just go, 
the same way that (hey went between 1939 and 1945. The question we 
have to resolve is whe(her or not iCs necessary to give them up fo the extent 
that the government wants us (o. I can't answer that for you, I'm not privy to 
the plans of Jl cells in Sydney or Perth. It seems that when they get to 
Australia, they become corrupted by our ways very quickly and they're not 
interested in blowing up cafes and restaurants, they're more interested in 
going there for a feed. But it is inevitable Ihat when a bomb goes off in 
Australia, as it almost certainly will in the next five years, that debate will 
come to a fuckin' crashing halt. The debate that will start then is whether or 
not we should have had it sooner. 
At the moment there are many things happening on the International 
scene which Australian citizens are unhappy about, such as the 
detention of Australian citizens at Guantanamo Bay, but the 
government seems to be doing nothing about it, and there seems to be 
very little discussion about it, do you see that there is anything we can 
do and should be done? 
If Canberra was interested in having Hicks or Habib back, they would be on 
a plane tomorrow, as simply as that. The Americans were pathetically 
grateful for us turning up in Iraq, being (he only ones (here with (hem and the 
Poms. We did (hem a big fucking favour, and we made ourselves much 
larger targets doing (ha( then we ever needed to be. We could have 
contributed just as much to that campaign by the communication facilities 
out at Pine Gap, they were of much more importance than anything the SAS 
or the Navy did. But the government chose to align itself very, very publicly 
with (he US in that case. They had their reasons for doing that. Maybe their 
reasons are right, probably they are wrong. But they earned a lot of credit, 
and they are not spending this on Hicks or Habib. They can do it, they could 
get them back tomorrow if they v>^ anted. There is no particular reason for 
those two blokes to be there, particularly Habib, he just seems like a 
complete gumby who has wandered through the wrong door, at the wrong 
time, and has found himself waking up in some fucking nightmare in Cuba, 
There is no reason that they couldn't be brought back here. Under the new 
powers that ASIO has to detain and question, they could easily detain and 
question them here, but they can't be fucked making waves. Perhaps they 
want to spend the credit later on. 
I think their lack of action on those two particular cases is a fuckin' disgrace, 
because in the end. they are responsible for looking after the interests of 
Australian citizens, not the American military establishment. The Americans 
would be more than happy to (urn them over to our torturers and 
questioners, our torturers and questioners are really fuckin' good, they do 
the job just as well, but the government won( do it. 
On the torture you mentioned. JJJ recently was discussing torture 
including psychological torture and whether it is justified. Do you think 
torture Is justified and will society's expectations regarding torture 
change if a bomb goes off in Brisbane? 
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Bashing someone with a rubber hose is not going to get anything out of 
them for the first couple of hours or so, until they break. At that point they 
will tell you whatever you want lo hear So, in using that blunt form of torture 
you have bought yourself undone, it is counter-productive. Torture is torture, 
and, in the end, people will tell you anything lo slop themselves from being 
tortured. The techniques they uses on guys like Ambali that they have at the 
moment are different. They break them down, I mean those guys break 
after 20-30 days, but they don't get hit. They will sit them in a dark room wi(h 
a light on them, like the cops used to do in (he T920s, and (hey'/f ask 'what 
is your name'. They won( ge( a response, bu( (hey have a (ape and you get 
that quesdon five (housand (imes in a row. In the end they are going to 
fuckin' (ell them, and as soon as they have that, (hey crack open, and go to 
the next thing. 'Where were you born?' Five thousand times more times. 
The reason they keep those guys at places like Guantanamo Bay and 
Bakaram Air-base is because they want them for a long, long time. Is it 
torture? Not in the medieval sense no. Is it psychological torture, yes it is. 
Do I personally have a problem with them doing it? No t don't. Would I have 
objections to the policy Ijeing widened to Australian citizens? Yes I probably 
would. Is that contradictory? I guess it is. 
We have all grown up in a reasonably pleasant worid. All of a sudden, the 
fact that our worid is like a kindergarden behind a high wall, and the vast 
majorKy ol (he worid live wretched fuckin' lives of Hobbsian brutishness, has 
suddenly been brought home to us, because there is someone in tha( world 
who has leaped in and contaminated our own. We are all running around 
like headless chocks trying to decide what do we do now, do we become 
brutes ourselves? I don'( know, I can'( (ell you. Greater minds than mine are 
hopefully on the case, but 1 suspect when you look at people like George 
(Bush) and Rummy (Rumsfeld) that may not be so. 
It seems to be the case a lot is being justified because of September 
11, do you have any comment about that? 
This is the problem. You give these guys an inch and they will take a 
thousand fuckin' miles. You say to them 'Ok we don't mind you holding those 
guys in Guantanamo Bay we know they were combatants, they could come 
back and bite us on the arse', all of a sudden, millions of people are being 
detained everywhere by all sorts of skanky fuckin' governments of nasty third 
worid counlries. and they are stamping WAR AGAINST TERROR on the tile. 
What can you do? Nothing, because you are doing the same thing yourself. 
Every lime some shithouse fuckin' dictator somewhere wants to cut 
somebody's thumb off, it is war on terror, 'oh they are a terrorist, we have to 
cut their thumb off'. There is an enormous amount of unjustifiable stupidity 
and bloodthirsty brutishness going on in the name of war on terror. 
You never hear about the war on drugs anymore, because they have a much 
be{(er war now, 'The war on terror'. They can point a( actual dead bodies and 
whole city blocks reduced to rubble in a way they couldn't with the war cn 
drugs; because it was all bullshit. With a much more powerful tool, there are 
much more powertui things that they can do with it, and justify. You see 
Howard, he gets himself into trouble with it sometimes. He got himself into 
trouble before Iraq, there was a period of about 6-12 months before hand 
when the Americans were trying to garner support in the UN for a military 
intervention. Their rhetoric was very soft at that point, 'We want to work 
through the process of weapons inspection and form a broad coalition to do 
this, we want the world behind us, Saddam must be made to understand that 
he has to be a good international citizen'. At that time, Howard had had such 
a stunning victory over the ALP because of the Tampa and September 11th, 
he thought he was on a new winner for him. Therefore his rhetoric was much 
more militaristic, much more confrontational, much more bombastic and 
much more irrational when you think about it. There was no reason at all for 
him, on (he far side of (he worid, (o be making wariike comments, which he 
was doing. There was a fantastic press conference he did once where he 
was asked 'Realistically PM what can a bunch of piss-ants like us contribute 
(o the war in Iraq', He sorta puffed himself up and answered "Well we could 
send an armoured brigade, we proved we had the capacity to do that in 
Timor'. We can't, because we don't have an armoured brigade. What we 
have is a mechanised infantry brigade up in Darwin. This is a very different 
thing, it basically means blokes in trucks, whereas an armoured brigade is 
big fuckin'Abram tanks thatjust crush everything that gets in their way And 
this idiot has no fuckin' idea that we didn't have one of them, because 
despite alt of his rhetoric he is actually not very well informed on these issues 
or at least wasn't at that stage. What he was doing, of course, was to try to 
militarise the debate, because from his point of view it was a very powertui 
tool to be used against the ALP. You will see il again in (he lead up to the next 
election. If he can't call it for that time of year when the refugee boats are 
most likely to come over the horizon, and that will be a factor in their (hinking, 
he will be despera(ely hoping tha( some(hing happens. You mfgh( even see 
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Pelrov mark II, where six weeks out from the election all of a sudden they 
grab up a bunch of guys from Mantiki 4, the Jl cell in Australia; 'Oh its very 
serious, you know, they had technical journals and wires all around (heir 
apartment'. It turns out (he technical journals are Australian computer 
magazines and (he wires are a fuckin' mo(herboard for a play-station or 
something. Of course that won't come out till two months after the election. 
I agree the war on terror is an actual war, and it is one that will be fought to 
the death, probably theirs rather than ours, but that doesn't stop it from 
being used by politicians for the worst fuckin' reasons. 
We've got student elections coming up at UQ soon. Do you have any 
thoughts, stories, or suggestions for our readers? 
JB: When I got back to Brissie, about two years ago, i went out to UQ. I 
wen( out during the election campaign, it was fantastic, all the chalking 
everywhere. I looked at the various campaigns, and 1 can't remember what 
the team names were, but I had to meet the guys from the High Society I 
said to them, 'I see you've got an election campaign on; can I just play a 
game? Can I try to guess who's who?' And I got it in one. I'll bot if I wont out 
there today I could do it again. It's not true that things never change. I was 
on campus in '89, when things did change, for about twelve months. The 
following year, it was a group of students who had no interes( in s(uden( 
politics (hat won, and it enraged the campus polidcal clubs so much that 
they spen( (he nex( (welve months working together to ensure (hat this 
never happened again; (hat students were never ever to have control of the 
Union again. The independents ran again, but by (ha( s(age, (hey had better 
things to do, (hey didn't run very hard, so they went back to their real lives. 
But in that year, they pushed through all sorts of stuff, which have probabiy 
been repealed. Things like teams had to declare if they had an affiliation to 
a certain club - so if a certain amount of people on the team were members 
of the ALP club or the young Libs, they had to declare that. So, as you can 
imagine, I guess that reform didn't last longer than a year. 
No, everybody's an ordinary student now. 
JB: Yeah, that's right. In a way those things don't change at all. It's sad in 
a way because you do get some terrible fuckin' hacks going through there, 
and if you look at national politics, those hacks do go on to torment the rest 
of the country. If we could somehow smash the life out of them on campus 
when they were young, and crush their spirits, we might be doing the rest 
of the country a favour. 
I watched (he manufactured Tampa crisis abouf (wo years ago, and I wasn't 
interested in what Reithy was doing, or what lies Howard was telling, I was actually 
interested in (he advisors, 'cause I knew them; half of them were from fuckin' 
Queensland University. They were doing the same shit house shenanigans they 
got up to on campus; they were pulling it again on a National scale. 
My one piece of advice for students is to actually vote, but to vote for the 
joke candidates, because the joke candidates, if they get in, will actually 
take the job very fuckin' seriously and maybe it will just destroy the future 
of a Tony Abbot, or someone, and that can't be a bad thing. 
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Dude, 
where's my haggisi 
Every Tuesday, as the sun descends 
and a kind of hush falls over the UQ 
campus, you may hear the martial 
sounds of bagpipes floating on the 
breeze. No, it is not Mel Gibson riding 
along the river bank, face painted blue 
and white, ready to fight the English 
oppressors! It's the Emmanuel College 
University of Queensland Pipe Band 
(ECUQPB), which has been rehearsing 
at the college since its formation in 
1998. 
The bagpipe, originally constructed from 
animal skin and reeds, is an ancient 
instrument that can be found in folk 
music traditions all over the world. In the 
1800's the Scots developed the Great 
Highland bagpipe, a standardized form 
of the instrument, and created pipe 
bands which played melodies from the 
rich tradition of Scottish and Celtic folk 
music. 
Long before the kilt was appropriated by 
Angus Young and Madonna's 
henchmen, pipers and drummers wore 
kilts woven in the tartan of their clans, 
along with sporrans (a leather pouch 
slung across the front of the kilt), skean 
dubhs (a type of dagger) and Glengarry 
hats. The pipers and drummers of the 
ECUQPB are distinguished by kilts of 
the Napier tartan whose colors, white 
and blue, represent the colors of the 
Saltire flag (the Scottish flag). 
Emmanuel College, and The University 
of Queensland. 
Pipers and drummers are drawn from 
the Emmanuel College community. 
University of Queensland students, 
alumni and staff, and any other men or 
women with an interest in learning to 
pipe or drum while wearing a kilt! For 
the past five years, the pipe band has 
been a regular feature at various UQ 
events, such as 0' Week and Open 
Day, has marched in the ANZAC and St 
Patrick's Day parades, and competed at 
regional competitions and highland 
gatherings. 
In collaboration with Celtic Fyre, (a 
folk/rock band) and the Emmanuel 
Singers, the band has recorded and 
produced a CD of their most popular 
pieces. One of the best examples of 
Scottish/Celtic music recorded in 
Australia in recent
 times. The White And 
The Blue features a combination of 
acoustic folk numbers, choral pieces, 
folk-rock songs and pipe band tunes. 
The White And The Blue CD is due for 
release on 31 Oct, 2003 and is available 
from various UQ outlets and Emmanuel 
College for $22. To purchase a copy of 
The White And The Blue *, or to find out 
more about joining or hiring the pipe 
band, please call (07) 3871 9100 
or e-mail care@emmanuet.uq.edu,au. 
*Note - no animals were harmed in the 
production of this CD! 
T H E EARLIEST KHOWN 
FORM OF BAGP»PE 
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Well patriots, fans, and bored students 
seeking solace in my ramblings knowing 
they have to be more intriguing than 
advanced anthropology Rome's ruins, 
and electrical engineering, this is THE 
END. The end of the tenure of Big Smooth 
as Semper editors. 
I don't care to harp on about their 
contribution to this famed magazine - I'm 
just worried I'll be out of a job next year, so 
make sure whoever you vote for has made 
a pledge to keep Jacob Aldridge writing for 
Semper in 2004. 
And in keeping with this end theme, I 
thought I'd analyse some of my more 
famed endings. So here comes the end 
of... 
My childhood 
Aaah, my childhood, that brief burst of 
unrestrained energy between birth and 
being thrust into child care at only six 
months of age. The ability to think and act 
independently almost makes up for the 
separation anxiety and lack of close family 
connection I developed over four and a 
half years of seeing my loving mother drop 
me off at the gates, not to return until six 
hours later. 
The only quality time I spent with my 
mother was driving to and from daycare. 
As a result I have developed an inherent 
and unparalleled fascination with the Story 
Bridge we used to cross, and the smell of 
beer brewing at the Fosters Brewery, then 
located at the Valley end of the bridge. As 
a result, I feel nostalgic and childlike 
whenever I see the bridge, and whenever 
I smell a brewery. 
Which would explain my alcoholism. 
Primary School 
This was the first time I ever ended 
something important, and I felt I was duty 
bound to cry on the last day. I managed a 
few tears, which is more than 1 can say 
about the end of high school, which was a 
blessed relief. 
I enjoyed Primary School, partly because I 
was the unique character at the helm of a 
small-town school with barely 100 
students, mostly because I didn't get 
homework. 
Innocence 
I can't recall ever being innocent, but the 
end of innocence sounding like it needed 
a section here. 
I guess the closest I came to ending my 
innocence was being informed of the facts 
of life. My mother, always with the 
alternative solution, did this by hiring a 
cartoon video named 'Where Do I Come 
From'. Having already established 
through schoolyard discussion where I 
came from, I merely made icky faces in 
the appropriate sections and whinged 
about missing Degrassi. 
Virginity 
While I could discuss this in great detail, I 
v^on't. I only include this section so you 
know that I have, indeed, lost my virginity. 
It was a Sunday morning, incidentally 
which means that, with the blasphemy I 
uttered at that crucial moment, I broke four 
commandments. Good thing we didn't do 
it on her parents' bed, or it would have 
been five. 
Uni 
The end of uni was a momentous 
occasion for me. I got far too drunk to 
remember most of the graduation 
evening, except that I hugged the senior 
deputy vice-chancellor. 
Many people say High School is the best 
time of your life. These people are idiots, 
and should not be allowed to talk to 
children. Given the unlikely event you will 
work in an enjoyable job, your uni life is 
12 
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the brief three or four (or 12 if you're dumb 
enough to fail most subjects, or dumb 
enough to pass with flying colours and 
continue to PhD level) years you have to 
have fun. 
Anyway I made sure I had plenty of fun at 
UQ. If you're graduating this semester and 
have not yet 
1) Run naked through the Great Court, 
2) Performed Shakespeare in a Refectory, 
or 
3) Hidden a High-Use library book you 
need in another section of the library then 
you have wasted the best years of ycur 
life. 
Don't let your Uni life end with only a 
degree to show for it. End it with stories to 
tell! 
Big Smooth 
And stories are what I've been able to tell 
this year. For those who sent e-mails -
thankyou for all the kind feedback; to 
those trying to make an extra dollar out of 
spamming me - please stop. I am long 
enough, and I do make her moan all night. 
So make sure you vote for someone who 
will let me write next year. And, more 
importantly, make sure you recognise that 
all things come to an end, and make the 
most of them while they're current. 
And also remember, every new beginning 
comes from some other beginning's end, 
and the only time a door closes without 
another opening is when it's the hinged 
roof to your pine box, destined for a cool 
location six feet below ground level. 
Until you reach that stage, keep on 
trucking. 
Jacob Aldridge 
jacobaldridge @ hotmail.com 
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inconc^^jvable: 
t vyjthout ^usic! 
Throwing lolly snakes at audience 
members is not something you can do 
much in a professional orchestra. And 
although playing in a community group, or 
even an amateur/professional musical 
production, can seem tike wading in mud 
after you have played with professional 
groups, music is too important and has too 
many functions to restrict it to those Vt/ho 
can play at such a high level. 
People have walked into my office when I 
had classical music playing and asked 
with their face screwed up, 'do you like 
classical music?' I usually quietly but 
proudly murmur, 'I have a degree in 
classical music' Then I murmur to myself, 
'not that it did me much good.' Sitting in 
the second of five years of study at UQ, I 
wonder why I wasted those four years 
doing music. 
It was not until I was part way through my 
studies here that I realised some of what a 
music degree actually taught me, and it 
had a surprisingly small amount to do with 
music. 
I read in a book once that the discipline in 
an orchestra is second only to the military. 
I would tend to agree with this. Punctuality 
respect, but most importantly 
responsibility are all requirements of 
being a member. In an orchestra, you are 
responsible for your performance. The 
conductor can see on their score what you 
are supposed to be playing, and everyone 
around can hear what you are producing. 
You are responsible for your performance. 
You will sometimes hear musicians 
ponder, if the person sitting next to them 
was only good at one thing, who they 
would rather, some one good with rhythm, 
timing, being in tune, being artistic, or 
being able to play the right notes. So 
somebody being a different race, sexuality 
or gender, usually is a very low priority 
Even when I started at UQ, I was amazed 
at people asking for concessions because 
they were from a disadvantaged minority 
Of my experiences in music, if you could 
play well, or showed potential you were in, 
if you couldn't, you weren't. 
Criticism: every music student gets very 
used to it, most want it, some crave it. 
How else are we to improve? The first time 
I played with a professional group, 1 
thought they didn't like me because they 
were not giving me any criticism. I thought 
my playing must have been that bad they 
thought it wasn't worth trying to improve. 
It was actually that this was no longer a 
student music group, and although muso's 
still give each other constructive criticism, 
it wasn't all the time. I have found other 
people from other fields of study take 
criticism far too personally Although being 
told your playing is crap doesn't help ones 
spirits to rise, most know that it is their 
playing that is crap, and not their entire 
persona. 
I love the multi dimensional puzzle that is 
an orchestra. Up to one hundred people 
playing the same piece, and it is your job 
to fit in, to fit in to the timing, the beat, the 
tuning, the dynamics, the mood, the 
balance, and the right notes. But within all 
these restrictions, it is also your job to 
bring the music to life, and not make it 
sound like a Yamaha electronic keyboard 
demo tune. 
I love the way every one in an orchestra 
has to work so closely together, but yet so 
individually A worid class oboist can be 
sitting next to a worid class trumpeter, but 
it is quite possible that neither could make 
anything past a farting noise on the other's 
instrument. 
I love the way music can be so universally 
communicated and understood. An 
English and Australian orchestra can play 
together with a Choir from Shanghai, a 
piece of music from Germany written 300 
years ago. 
It wasn't until I was at UQ that I realised 
how much music taught you to be an 
individual, to take ideas from as many 
places as you can, and to develop them 
into something new. I found many people 
trying to mimic blindly those who have 
gone before them. Music taught me that it 
is all right to be different, eccentric, quirky 
and that in fact it is better to have ideas 
and abilities that differ from those around 
you. You don't have to stick out, you just 
have to be yourself. 
Back to my amateur pit orchestra's. Even 
if the tuning isn't as perfect as it could be, 
and the balanced is often screwed up, the 
music that manages to emanate through 
regardless, is what we are all there for. 
Ok, so maybe throwing m&ms across the 
front of the conductor in an attempt to 
bounce them off both tim.pani, and having 
some land on stage during a performance, 
is also fun. Watching a violinist do a strip 
tease to an Arabian dance trying to make 
the drummer miss a beat in his solo is 
amusing too (then getting in trouble 
because the dancers thought we were 
laughing at them), 
Then there is when the whole orchestra 
decide to replace a brief dance coda with 
Darth Vader's death march, without 
warning, just to keep the actors on their 
feet. And then there is the old 'put the key 
up a tone to make the singer think he is 
loosing his voice'. 
Hmmm we probably should take it all a 
little more seriously, the orchestra 
members are being paid for their services, 
maybe the point is not enough! 
Anyhow, the point is music is not like 
doing a Bachelor of Economics or Law, or 
even Science. We all know we have little 
chance of a job in music, in fact if you are 
not there for the love of music, it will be 
very difficult to get through, and there is no 
point in getting through. On the other 
hand, if anyone feels there is a void in 
their life, it is never too late. There are late 
starter groups, and it is not that hard, 
music is an enjoyable challenge, play to 
where you're comfortable, and be part of 
the music. If you don't like it, go away 
then. 
Life doesn't need a point, when even brief 
and rare experiences of ten minutes, or 
ten seconds length, can make the last ten 
years of hell seem worth enduring, all for 
that moment. 
I have figured out why I wasted, or didn't 
'waste' those four years doing music: 
because I couldn't imagine a life without it. 
Inconceivable. 
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From: John Frame 
Date: 26th September 2003 
Re: - .; Response to 'Whinge" by "Miss S." 
(p26 Semper Queer Edition 2003) 
First of all, it seems bizarre that In a queer 
edition - one which should be dealing with 
acceptance and tolerance - you chose to 
print an article by a person who overiy values 
physical power and holds in contempt a 
minority whose freedom she is willing to 
suppress In order to maintain her own 
dominance. 
Secondly, as a queer cyclist I see a close 
analogy between my strategies for surviving 
on the road and for sun/iving in my life in 
general. 
Most car drivers don't realise that many roads 
inBrisbaneare not wide enough to 
accommodate both a car and a bicycle In one 
half of the road. On such roads it is important 
for the cyclist to maintain a prominent position 
away from the gutter - one which forces car 
drivers to realise that they must use caution 
when overtaking, 
\f ypu cfing to .the.gutter, car drivers will 
merrily squeeze past at full speed - oblivious 
to.the myriad of road surface hazards and 
parked cars that the cyclist is being forced to 
contend with. The only occasions when I've 
been actually struck by cars.has been when I 
had foolishly moved closer to the.gutter in 
order to allowjmpatient car drivers to pass. 
The law clearly states that the road belongs 
as mijch to cyclists.as It does to motorists, 
and l^e found that I must force motorists to 
accept frie as a legally recognised entity and 
to r^pect my rights, as I certainly respect 
theirs: The same basic attitude Is applied to 
my gaysexuajlty In regard to dealing with the 
. predominantly het^rpsexualist world. , 
And as for the threat of JDhysIca! bami - 1 am 
aligned with the philosophy expressed by the 
old Italian man in Joseph f^ e{ler's "Catch 22" 
- ^t'sbetter tpllye on/ourfeet, than to die on 
;Y0ukJiee8^.;v\,':-^'-^';-::;/-:,>^/^ :v^---
i kriowlhat.when push comes :t^ 
average car driver will take the soft optioii and 
kill a cyclist rather .'than go head-on Into 
another car. There's nothing I: can do' about 
that, but I can^chpose to ride and live with 
dignity - It's more fun, and Ifs actually safer. 
Dear Sir, 
Thank you for your perspective. But wow dude, to say I was holding minorities in contempt and 
valuing physical power, that's full on. 
I accept the criticism that the road does not belong to cars, but it has been a long term initiative 
all over the worid to find ways to get cyclists off roads with the construction of bike lanes and 
bike tracks, for the safety of both cyclists and motorists. 
There has in fact been a 'Whinge' in every Semper edition this year. Further more, I had no 
idea there was a correlation between cyclists and queers. I have no problem with queers, and 
peoples' sexuality is of no consequence to me while I am trying to avoid them on the road, I 
had thought there was more of a correlation, be it a subtle one, of the whinge about bad four 
wheel drive drivers, who are traditionally mostly women, though no one noticed that one sitting 
in the women's edition. 
To touch briefly again on the four wheel drive article, I was complaining about four wheel drives 
which are never used as four wheel drives, but are used (to perhaps put it in another's words) 
'to value physical power' on other road users. I was not insulting all four wheel drive drivers, 
only the bad ones. 
I believe I noted that cars do try to share the road, and try to accommodate cyclists. I believe 
I also noted that some cyclists are more capable road users than others. I was whinging at 
those who hog the road at a slow pace (which is fine when they have no choice) but when they 
could move over a little while passing a side street, they do not, and continue to hog the road. 
Some, and I emphasise some, cyclists, are very difficult to manoeuvre around. Although cars 
try to accommodate cyclists, a driver's judgement error is going to impact more on the cyclist 
than the driver. 
I would also like to question the comment that a car would always hit a cyclist rather than drive 
head on into another car. How often are drivers ingrained with the 'don't swerve, don't swerve, 
mentality because even when a house cat or a possum runs onto the road, the natural 
response for a driver is to swerve, risking causing a much more dangerous accident with other 
oncoming vehicles. So if it came to a cyclist, I think many drivers would swerve the other way 
towards oncoming traffic. Perhaps that is a reason why cyclists are not permitted on 
motorways, because a car swerving to avoid a cyclist at those speeds would be less 
dangerous and more catastrophic. 
I like to drive around the mountain roads just west of Brisbane on the weekend. Some drivers 
are enjoying the view, the fresh air, and the relaxation of the weekend. Other drivers are taking 
the opportunity to push their vehicles and enjoy the thrill of weaving a mountain road (without 
necessarily having to speed). If I fly up behind a slow driver, they move over at the first 
available opportunity and let me pass. There is no problem. They can continue to meander up 
the mountain, and 1 can go a bit faster, we are all happy Why do cyclists get so upset, when 
we ask the same of them. 
I admire cyclists. They take risks that other car drivers (particulariy SOME four wheel drive 
drivers), are not capable or willing to take. Cyclists push (heir physical abilities to the limit, and 
are not affecting the environment like every other car is. 
I see traffic as a beautiful microcosm of society There are written rules and unspoken rules, 
there is etiquette, there is compromise, there is some bullying and intimidation, and there is 
some touching acts of generosity and accommodation, all usually to people you don't know, 
and will not see again. Considering the number of conflicts that permeate society and life, I 
actually find it amazing there is not more 'conflict' or accidents on the road, when you consider 
the hundreds of thousands of vehicles which all use the same roads at considerable speeds. 
I think it has something to do with the consequences and the expense. A little extra patience 
and tolerance is usually easier to find on the road than in other areas of life. 
That being said, these whinge columns have been a reflection of where some improvement 
could still be made to make the roads more efficient. Red Arrows are necessary at busy 
intersections and when you have morons on the road (particulariy unlicensed morons who like 
to take my car off the road for three weeks, actually it was a friends car, so guess who had to 
give up my car for him? He was happy enough, wasn't my fault, he got a shiny new bonnet out 
of it, ...anyhoo). But some times sitting at a red arrow in front of an empty road is as irritating 
as hell, and reminds me again of that microcosm of society where often people are making 
concessions for other peoples stupidity 
I have whinged about a number of things this year. None were intended to insult, but perhaps 
flesh out and make others aware of some 'issues'. But every one can be improved, including 
myself. If anyone has any others, or if cyclists have any suggestions how cars could be more 
effective around cyclists, that's the sort of thing I would love to hear. Anything that helps traffic 
be a little more efficient, and less irritating and problematic. 
MissS 
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More Whinging 
Maybe it is just coincidence that In the 
weeks since the last edition, I have 
detected a decline in the respect shown by 
drivers towards cyclists on the roads 
approaching the University of Queensland. 
Or could it be that Semper Floreat's 
'Whinge' has had a significant dangerous 
impact? 
Let me quote Miss S: "Cars do their duty 
They try to share the road—their road. They 
wait, sometimes almost having to stop to 
change lanes to go around the cyclist." 
! pay federal taxes. I pay state taxes. I pay 
local council rates. I do not drive, and 
therefore do not have my fuel subsidised by 
the state, innocent Iraqi civilians or 
environmental degradation. 
I cycle. On my road. 
Yes, we cyclists are aware that we face the 
very real risk of death or gross 
disfigurement every time we take to 
Australian roads. Yes, we realise that we 
are smaller, slower and more squashable 
than cars. And yes. Miss S, you did mention 
that cars are bigger, stronger, faster and 
more stable than the lowly bicycle. 
I agree that it is an unsatisfactory situation 
that slower mountain bikers and city-tourers 
have to ride on heavily trafficked roads. 
Should these cyclists be blamed? I would 
suggest that the Brisbane City Council is 
responsible for its failure to provide 
adequate cycle lanes and bike paths where 
there is a clear demand and obvious 
immediate benefits to the city in reduced 
pollution and improved public health. 
Danish, Dutch, French and German 
authorities provide such infrastructure. 
Even American cities increasingly oblige. 
Australian cities—Brisbane especially—lag 
woefully behind world standards. Once 
again, this failed colony is left behind. 
An adequate cycling network befitting the 
strength of the city's economy would be a 
good start in providing for its citizens. Yet I 
draw the distinction between these cyclists, 
and those on road bikes. Road bikes are 
exactly that. They are not engineered for a 
concrete bike path with joins every two 
metres and corners every five; nor can they 
be safely manoeuvred through the runners, 
dog-walkers and stroller-pushers enjoying 
the pleasures such a network provides. 
They belong on the road. 
Perhaps we can share our roads 
responsibly and with mutual respect. 
Having cycled extensively throughout 
Australia, eastern and western Europe, and 
North America, I can confidently say that 
Queenslanders come out on top; as the 
world's worst drivers. And they cannot 
handle cyclists. Sidestepping the issue of 
limited intelligence, the problem arises from 
a lack of familiarity with anything smaller 
than a 4WD tank on the road, A driver's 
blinding panic at finding a bright, nimble, 
two-wheeled cyclist "hogging a third of the 
lane" (Miss S) without the obligatory tonne 
or two of metal cushioning, inevitably 
causes one of two reactions: swerving 
wildly into the adjacent lane, sometimes into 
the path of oncoming traffic, fo an 
accompanying orchestra of squealing 
smoking rubber; or, slamming the brakes on 
20 metres back, fortifying with nervous 
courage, attempting an all-or-nothing 
passing manoeuvre at rapid acceleration, 
and breathing a sigh of relief as usually (but 
tragically not always) the bulbar/mirror/door 
fails to collect the cyclist. 
And what effect on traffic flow? It slows, 
increasing congestion, and the cyclist is 
blamed for the hold-up. In fact the 
inexperienced driver is the cause of the 
undue delay yet irritated drivers stuck 
behind Miss S cannot see her dismal 
driving display and instead direct their 
anger towards the (apparently vulnerable) 
cyclist, increasing the risk of accident. 
May I offer some advice? Firstly there is no 
need to give us a lane and a half of clear 
berth when passing; a metre of two is 
ample. If you let us hold a straight line by 
"hogging a third of the lane" (rather than 
weaving in and out of the gutter around 
storm drains and potholes) we promise not 
to swerve wildly across the remaining two-
thirds of the lane. Secondly rather than an 
all-or-nothing accelerating trajectory, slow 
as you approach a cyclist (so he knows you 
are there), gently pass him at a constant 
speed and, once clear, return to your usual 
pace. Surely even the world's most obtuse 
drivers can handle that. 
Europe's long tradition of reverence for 
cycling goes head in helmet with skilled 
drivers demonstrating courteous respect to 
cyclists. Australian cycling today is attaining 
heights and renown never before 
contemplated. This year, no fewer than 
seven Australians started in the Tour de 
France. These and thousands of other 
cyclists train, commute and ride for 
recreation on our roads. It is part of our 
chosen sport: a sport we love; a sport that 
brings glory to the nation. 
Miss S, next time you are forced to s low-
fuming—behind a cyclist, enjoy the 
powerful display of human muscle power 
and admire the accompanying mental 
dedication, and consider that you may well 
be following the next Lance Armstrong, 
Baden Cooke or Robbie McEwen, You 
cannot idolise the heroes of the Tour on 
your screens by night, and run them off the 
road by day. 
D. T Sabel 
Whinge 
Well the cyclists have stood up for 
themselves remarkably well. Thank you. 
Perhaps I will be good and go back to 
whinging about normal car drivers, of 
which I am one. 
A request is what I put fon/vard at this 
point. 
Turning right. Every one does it. 
Unless you are going to be like a certain 
great grandmother of mine and plan your 
trip in a spiral of left hand turns, right 
turns are a necessity. 
Tls true turning right often takes time to 
perform, as such an act of reorientation 
requires due attention. 
But could people try movmg to the right 
hand side of the road before they stop. 
Many a time, it would not have taken 
much trouble to leave a corridor to the 
left to allow following traffic to pass. 
Thank you 
Oh, while I am here 
A note to those students who cross Sir 
Fred Schonell Drive near the multi story 
car parks: 
Although the bump in the road closest to 
the Great Court Is a speed bump 
disguised as a zebra crossing, the bump 
in the road furthest from the great court is 
not a zebra crossing disguised as a 
speed bump. 
It is just a speed bump. 
Not that I am going to go out of my way 
to drive into you if you happen to be oh 
the bit of road I would have been on if I 
hadn't stopped for you, or anything, but, 
just letting you know. 
Miss S 
A driver who likes to get there, but is just 
as happy to leave sometimes too. 
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Well, here it is - the article i've been promising to write all year! This will be my last article 
for semper this year (well, it'll be everybody's last article for semper this year, won't it... this 
being the final Semper for 2003 and all), so it's now or never. The article that had to come. 
The article on "how to get a boyfriend". 
So, let's begin. Why is a good man so hard to find? For that matter, why is a hard man so 
good to find? Maybe it's them? Maybe it's you? Maybe it's everyone and we've just got all 
our wires crossed ? How do you catch one of these mysterious 'men' creatures anyway? And 
what exactly are feminine wiles? Are they contagious? 
Dodgy Boys - AAaybe It's Them! 
Every girl I know has a different system for classifying men. Especially men who were once 
considered "really nice guys", but somewhere along the way metamorphosed into "exes". 
After having their hearts stomped on a number of times, two friends of mine, Professor 
Emma and Professor Fiona*, devised a classification system for the men in their lives. Not 
all men, of course. Just the dodgy ones that single women often attract. Fiona and Emma 
decided that all men are either Shits, Wimps, Freaks or "The Ones That Get Kicked Out of 
Nightclubs For No Good Reason". Very few of them are Keepers (i.e. ones worth keeping). 
Lets expand on this... 
'Shits' encompasses a diverse range of doggy men. Other women know these men as 
'bastards', 'wankers', 'arseholes' and a lot of other things that the editors are unlikely to let 
me print. Interestingly though, no matter what you call them, other women will all 
understand what you are talking about. They will nod sagely and say, "Yes, I know what you 
mean. I used to date one of those too." Some things are universal and transcend the barriers 
of language. 
There are many sub-types of bastard. One of these is the 'Cheap Bastard', who never pays 
for anything, but may offer to split the bill 50-50 if he ordered the steak and you ordered 
the salad. He will never pay for you, of course, but will have absolutely no problem with 
letting' you pay for him. He justifies this on the basis that these days women want equality. 
Girls, you're better off dating a library book. At least then, the first ^20 worth of fines are 
free. 
Another variety is the 'Insensitive Bastard'. This type of man is known for his complete 
insensitivity to other members of the human race. He often pretends to be interested in a 
girl, sending out more signals than telstra mobilenet, but as soon as she picks up on them 
and starts responding, he proceeds to completely ignore her and then date one of her 
friends, preferably her best friend. He is the kind of man who will take you out to dinner and 
then comment on how many calories are in the sauce. He will tell you how stupid your 
friends are, how bad your hair looks today, and if you are insane enough to ask him the 
"does my bum look big in this?" question, he will say "yes, but only because your bum really 
IS that big and you could stand to lose some weight". The worst part of it is, often he's not 
actually trying to be hurtful, he's just really clueless and thinks he's being helpful. The 
'Insensitive Bastard' is also insensitive when it comes to ending a relationship. He considers 
it completely appropriate to break up with a long-term (i.e. more than one year) partner by 
fax, email, or even SMS text message. He never gives a reason. 
These are only two examples. Can you think of any others? If so, write to Aunty Jan c/o 
semper.union(|)mailbox.uq.edu.au and you could win a Schonell movie pass. 
Wimps are the men who are 'not good with women'. For a more detailed account of this 
phenomenon, see Semper number two. These men like to tell you how woefully inadequate 
and inexperienced they are, and how you are the only one who can save them. They hope 
that you will feel so sorry for them that you will sleep with them or at least go out with 
them in order to make them feel better about themselves. Unfortunately they don't do 
themselves any favours by doing this because even if she succumbs, the hapless girl will 
soon tire of the whole affair and be forced to either dump the poor boy or go insane. This 
doesn't help the wimp's fragile self-esteem or fear of rejection, which is sad, because many 
wimps could become keepers (see below) if only they'd get some damn self-confidence, or 
at least learn to fake it! Nobody respects someone who's desperate. 
Freaks can be anywhere between oddball and downright disturbing. 'Odd Freaks' are men 
with unusual hobbies. Dressing up as Elvis, for example, or having an unhealthy interest in 
cat breeding. Taking a subject in medieval history is OK. Jousting at a Medieval Fair is 
borderline. Accosting random strangers at the bus stop and challenging them to a duel is 
dangerous... and also illegal. Enthusiasts enjoy their hobby. Freaks talk and think about 
I NEED 
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By Aunty Jan 
nothing else. 
'Scary Freaks' have no idea about what constitutes a normal level of intimacy. 'Scary 
freaks' like to tell you things about themselves. Often when you've just met. At 
Night. Where there are no witnesses. Scary freaks should not be confused with 
wimps. Wimps may accost you at the bus stop one night to tell you about how bad 
their ex-girlfriend was. Scary freaks may accost you at the bus stop and tell you about 
their gun collection... and how many women they've slept with,.. and how good they 
are in bed. 
The ones that get kicked out of nightclubs for no good reason do just that. No one 
knows why, but it's probably best to avoid them anyway. 
Dodgy Girls- Maybe it's You I 
But what do you do if he's a Keeper? 
In our society, we have huge double standards. If a man stares at a woman's chest, 
he's ogling. If a woman stares at a man's chest, she's being appreciative. Men who like 
strippers are pigs, women who like strippers are liberated. There are many rules of 
dating, but one of the golden rules is 'Whatever happens, it is never the woman's 
fault. If the relationship doesn't work, it is alvv^ ays because of something the man did.' 
It's nice to believe that, isn't it? Very convenient. But sometimes, girls, you have to 
face facts. If every relationship you have ends the same way, then the only thing 
common to all of them is YOU. Call it tough love, but sometimes even we women 
have to shoulder some of the responsibility. Lets look at some of the ways we women 
sabotage relationships, 
1. Am I not pretty enough? 
"What chance have I got? Men only go for beautiful, gorgeous, skinny giris." I've lost 
count of the number of times I've heard this one! Many women think they can't land 
a man because they're too fat. Sorry girls, but this is crap. Beauty is in the eye of the 
beholder and men like soft squishy bits and curves. Fat does not equal ugly! It's not 
your appearance that's holding you back, it's the fact that you're putting yourself 
down all the time. If you don't think your body is beautiful, why should anyone else? 
Besides, it's no fun being with someone who obsesses about their weight all the time. 
r^ll One of the easiest ways to sabotage a relationship early on is to ask, "Do you think 
I'm fat?" Men hate and fear this question! There is no way he can respond without 
being wrong. He knows you're going to be mad no matter what he says. That's really 
annoying! If he says no, you're only going to tell him how fat you are anyway and 
point out every microscopic bit of cellulite you can find. If he says yes, then you're 
going to call him an insensitive bastard. On one hand you're trying to get him to tell 
you that you're perfect just the way you are, while on the other hand, you're trying 
to make sure he sees the worst bits of you . Here's a tip - stop it! Don't point out all 
your little flaws and imperfections (real or imagined)! Let him work it out for 
himself. Instead, focus on the things you're body can do, focus on your strengths. 
Stand in front of a mirror and look at yourself until you see the sexy Goddess within. 
Be confident. Trust him enough to believe that he appreciates you for who you are. 
And SMILE for crying out loud. There's nothing more beautiful than a genuine smile, 
2. Picking the dud. 
Some women choose dodgy men or partners who they have nothing in common with 
on purpose, just so that when the relationship fails or they become miserable, they 
will know why. Sometimes it's a conscious decision, sometimes it's unintentional. 
Have a look at your relationships. What kind of man are you attracted to? Is there's 
a pattern? If you find a pattern and it's a destructive one, think about ways of 
breaking it. Sometimes your friends will pick it long before you do, so ask them to 
help you. Work out what you're doing wrong, and then try doing the opposite. It 
won't always work, but at least it'll give you some perspective on the whole thing. 
Sometimes we form relationships to meet a need that we don't even know we have, 
such as the need to always be right, the need to be a control freak, the need to be 
dominated or even the need to turn back time and resolve an old relationship that 
was damaging. For example, abused children often end up with abusive partners. 
Abandoned children often choose overly clingy or distant partners. If you suspect this 
is happening to you, try analysing each of your ex-partners and try to work out what 
attracted you to them in the first place. 
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3. Hyper-flirt. 
Men like sex kittens don't they? It works in the movies doesn't it? So how come when you ooze all over them they run away. 
There is an art to flirting. Women who flirt badly are tragic to watch. They think their 'flirtee' is spellbound, but everyone else 
in the room can see the poor boy looking for the nearest exit and praying the fire alarm will go off! Women who flirt too hard 
are scary. Men don't like it. They like to hunt, rather than to be hunted. When flirting, less is more. A little eye contact is good, 
a little hair toss fantastic. Crawling into his lap, however, can be a little off putting (unless he's paying you of course). After all, 
men don't want to be seen as cheap either. How would you like it if someone did it to you? There's a line between sensual and 
sleazy. Don't cross it. 
4. The Ice Maiden Cometh! (Or should that be runneth away?) 
"All men are only after one thing!" This is another common thing that women complain to me about. It's also incredibly 
undeserved. Television has a lot to answer for. Some girls avoid dating because they feel that they will be pressured into having 
sex or becoming intimate before they are ready. If your only source of information on the subject was movies or television 
dramas, you could almost be forgiven for thinking that you were being rude for not sleeping with somebody by the third date. 
That's a lot of pressure! The truth is, fiction is just that - FICTION! While over 21% of American women would consider sleeping 
with a man on the first date, only 3% of Australian women would do the same. And even if everyone else was doing it, why 
should you? You should never sleep with someone unti' you both feel ready. Sex should be an expression of the love and 
attraction you feel for each other, not just something you do because you're 'supposed to'. And just because he wants to, you 
can always say no. It's amazing how often girls forget that. There is no right time frame. Some couples go straight to the chase, 
others wait until after marriage. Both are equally valid lifestyle choices, and the decision about which path to follow should be 
made by each individual couple, not on anybody's perceived "popular opinion'. That way lies paranoia and madness. Also, there's 
something to be said for the old saying "treat 'em mean, keep 'em keen. You're your relationship is solely about sex and you're 
just having sex because he wants to, then you're probably dating a shit anyway. 
Sex isn't the only form of intimacy. Intimacy is about opening up, baring your soul and letting people see the 'real you'. It's about 
letting your guard down, giving someone your trust and being vulnerable. We often accuse men of having a 'fear of intimacy' 
(sometimes, rightly so of course!) but women can be just as guilty of this. Some girls find it almost impossible - "what if they 
find out what I'm really like and they don't like me?". True, it's a big risk! Huge, in fact, but consider the alternative. If your 
relationships never last more than a few weeks, then try to work out what, and why, it is that you're hiding. Trust that you are 
loveable, even with all your flaws, history and emotional baggage. Sure, intimacy is a big risk, but aren't you worth it? 
Men, in reality, are a lot like women. Despite what the magazines tell you, what they're really looking for is companionship -
someone who's fun, nice, intelligent and with a sense of humour. In other words, pretty much the same things that you are. 
5. Once, twice, three times a stalker! 
When you first start going out, it's a big change for both of you. You'll both have to entirely reorganise your schedules to fit 
each other in. Whatever you do, don't go all obsessive. Early couplehood is an intense experience and you'll both need some 
'time out'. If he wants to spend some time with his friends without you, that is OK. Your friends probably feel the same way 
and are sick of hearing about him too. Dating can make even the most grounded of people neurotic! 
Well, that's it from mei No more Aunty Jan. 1 hope you've enjoyed reading my articles as much as I've had writing them. Good 
luck with life, the universe, and everything and as Jerry Springer says, take care of yourselves...and each other. If you have any 
questions or comments for me, don't forget to send them to the editors before the end of the year. 
Cheers, 
Aunty Jan. 
Not Happy Jan! 
Letters from you to me... 
Dear Aunty Jan, 
I think alcohol is over-rated. I am a teetotaller and proud of it. What kind of drunk are you? 
Bill S. 
Dear Bill, 
1 am a karaoke table dancer of course! 1 am also a cheap drunk but I make up for it by either ordering expensive drinks, or not 
drinking anything at all. You are right. You don't need alcohol to have a good time. When I say cheap, 1 mean CHEAP! If I'm in 
the mood, I can even get 'drunk' on water. Gotta love that placebo effect! If you are a teetotaller, you should be proud. Your 
liver is probably very grateful. 
Aunty Jan. 
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Unleash The Gimp 
Witii Chess Master Nik Stav^ s^ki 
Yyyeesss. Here it is dear readers. The final 
flog. The big kahuna. GIMP wraps it up for 
2003. The Gimp has left the building. What a 
year it has been. The dedicated Semper crew 
has gone through the ringer to ensure that 
every issue this year has a GIMP Worid 
(in)famous, cutting edge, and ever 
controversial, "Unleash the Gimp" has 
endured, dedicated to bringing you the latest 
news in the vital field of chess play After all, 
what could be more important than a stupid 
game of chess? Tiddlywinks? Marbles? 
Bridge, for god's sake? Nay, it all pales in 
significance! And so, it is with some 
trepidation and involuntary trembling that I 
give you this, my gift to you all: "UNLEASH 
THE GIMP, The Final Frontier, Reloaded, 
Returned and trashed." 
fr-' 
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Is 
BULLWINKLE's BASH 
The only recent chess news of any note at 
all is that which arose from the debauched, 
blurry-eyed, partying that descended on the 
sleepy resort town of Caioundra, where Ihe 
more manic of the guild of Club Bullwinkle 
players decided to contest (he inaugural 
Australian Teams Championships. More on 
that later. First, Bullwinkle's triumph in 
winning the QUEENSLAND TEAMS 
CHAMPS must be bragged about. 
Yes indeed, the mysterious enigma that is 
Club Bullwinkle strikes again! 
BULLV|[INK^E^rAKES THE GOLD COAST 
.. . •Almbsit^' i '^ i 'V; , ' ; ' • ' • • ; • ; • ' '-"•''''•''••':: 
Twas an early Sunday morning in August 
when 8 Builwiriklians made the trek down 
the freeway to the Gardiner Chess Centre in 
the Gold Coast Hinterland 
(http://www.gardirierchess.com). For crying 
out loud! All chess tournament play before 
midday should be banned. Anyhow, after 
drawing with Gold Coast 4-4 in the 
penultimate round, Club Bullwinkle, which, 
by the way is primarily composed of current 
and ex- UQ students, was once again in the 
familiar position of needing to make a last 
round comeback ... and that's exactly what 
happened - Bullwinkle defeated Brisbane 
Club in the last round 7-1 to tie for 1s1 with 
Gold Coast. The emphatic win was attributed 
to the support of our humble, 5 ft tail mascot. 
Miss Penguin (aka Miss Pen. E. Guin). Little 
wonder, as my flatmate discovered when she 
tried to stare her down whilst in an altered 
state (Damn I wish I'd kept a recording of her 
message, v/hich went something like: "NIK! 
There's a penguin in the living room, and I 
don't know what to do! Call me back 
ASAP!'). 
For further details of this fine day's play see 
hltp://www.w6bchess.org/brass_ra7oo.htm 
AUSSIE TEAMS CHESS CHAfirtPS -
CALOUNDRAVICE 
Yeah well, during the mid term break, 10 of 
Bullwinkle's finest (butts) showed some arse 
and class, occasionally to stumble inebriated 
to 3rd in this tournament. So we may not 
have taken the two Sydney Clubs to the 
cleaners, but at least vve took the beaches, 
the balconies, and the bathtubs, leaving little 
more than cryptically placed jelly beans and 
gorilla hair. For a fuil report of the festivities, 
goto 
http://wwvv,webchess,org/bullwinkle.htmor 
even 
http://www.webchess.org/caloundra.htm. 
Wi 
But now (sniff), tis tnat time of year (sob), 
when the Gimp must say adieu to you, all. 
Adieu, adieu, adieu and plunkett! 
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What you need to know and do when you vote U l | ^ I C | | ^ 
• Check the opening hours of poIlinR places - remember there arc three locations on the St Lucia 
campuB. 
• Seethe poll clerk who has the pait of the voters roIJ containing your family name/surname and ahow 
your student card. 
• The poll clerk will fmd your name on the voters roll, ask you to sign against your name and check 
your ID photo and signature. 
• NcKt to each name on the voters roll ia a label containirg a barcode randomly aJJocatcd to each 
student when the roll ia printed. 
• The poll clerk will stick this label onto the envelope into which you place your ballot papers 
THE BARCODE DOES NOT IDENTIF'^ ^ YOUR NAME OR STUDENT NUMBER AS THE VOTER- IT SIMPLY 
GUARDS AGAINST MULTIPLE VOTING AS ENV^ELOPES IDENTIFIED WITH THE SAME BARCODE IN 
THE SCANNING PROCESS WILL REMAIN UNOPENED AND THE BALLOT PAPERS THEREIN WILL NOT 
BE COUNTED. 
• The poll clerk will initial and then issue you the necessary ballot papers. 
• AJl voters will receive a stapled booklet of ballot papers for: 
PRESIDENT 
UNION SECRETARY 
TREASURER 
EDUCATION RIGHTS OFFICER 
WELFARE RIGHTS OFFICER 
STUDENT REPRESENTATION OFFICER 
ACTIVITIES OFFICER 
CLUBS AND SOCIETIES OFFICER 
ENVIRONMENT OFFICER 
UNION NEWSPAPER EDITOF 
ADMINISTRATIVE COMMITT: 
NATIONAL UNION OF STUDI 
CONFERENCE DELEGATES 
• AJ] voters will receive a separate, large ballot paper for UNION COUNCIL. 
• Tl-jc following voters will also receive the ballot paf>cr|3] indicated:-
Vot«r 
Female 
Student urith a disabilitj-
International 
Postgraduate 
College RcBidciit 
Spending greater than 50^ >u of academic timetable 
at Ipswich Campus 
Enrolled in a program administered by one or two of 
the seven UQ faculties 
Ballot papcr(B| 
Women's Rights OfTiccr 
DisabiUties Officer 
International Students Officer 
Postgi'aduatc Officer 
Postgraduate Students Committee 
Colleges Officer 
Ipswich Campus Olficer 
Respective Faculty 
Elected Officer 
On receiving al] ballot papers, you must record your votes IN SECRETT in a voting c-ompartmcnt, seal 
the ballot papers in the bar-coded envelope and place it in the ballot box. 
Should your name not be found on the votes roU, you may be entitled to a Provisional Vote. The 
eligibility to have your ballot papers admitted to the count \vill be determined after the poll closes. 
Separate roUs, ballot papers and ballot boxes will be provided for you to vote in the UQ Academic 
Board student elections. 
BILLDAHIBLL8 
Returning Officer 
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What Student Politicians Mean When They Say: 
I INTEND TO PURSUE THE FOLLOWING POLICIES. 
Here is my list of trendy, issue-of-the-week policies I think will 
impress the voters. 
1 DONT BELIEVE IN TICKETS. 
No one running a ticket will touch me with a fifty-foot pole. 
I'M ONE OF YOU. 
That is if you are a well-off, white, Anglo-Saxon, Protestant, 
private school old-boy studying law or economics. 
HAVING HELD THE POSITION IN THE PREVIOUS YEAR... 
This is as good as my life is going to get... 
AS FACULTY OFFICER, I INTEND TO TAKE A PRO-ACTIVE 
ROLE IN YOUR REPRESENTATION. 
I intend to come to the Union offices to do my assignments and 
print lecture notes. 
DURING MY FIRST YEAR, J HAVE NOTICED... 
I have been talked into running by a friend/sibling/the person I'm 
currentiy rooting to make up the numbers on their ticket, and I 
have no idea what's going on. 
I THINK THAT NUS IS VERY IMPORTANT. 
I want a free trip to Melbourne. 
I THINK YOU SHOULD SUPPORT THE REFERENDUM... 
I want to make it easier to stack the Union with my cronies... 
I THINK YOU SHOULD OPPOSE THE REFERENDUM... 
I want to stop my opponent from stacking the Union with their 
cronies. 
I'LL LISTEN 
I'll pretend to care about what you have to say, at least until I'm 
elected. 
I THINK THE UQU SHOULD FOCUS MORE ON SOCIAL 
JUSTICE AND INTERNATIONAL SOLIDARITY. 
I'm a member of Socialist Alliance who wants to funnel student 
money to dodgy quasi-Marxist guerrilla groups. 
1 HAVE HAD PLENTY OF EXPERIENCE ON SEVERAL UNION 
COMMITTEES. 
1 have no life outside of student politics. 
THE POSITION OF DISABILITIES OFFICER IS VERY 
IMPORTANT. 
I thought I'd have a better chance of being elected unopposed to 
this position. 
I HAVE A STRONG, LEFT WING IDEOLOGY. 
I'm prepared to pretend to be left wing if it means it'll get me 
elected. 
I PROMISE TO SERVE YOU TO THE BEST OF MY ABILITY. 
And that's not much, as I'm a lazy, incompetent moron. 
Polling Places and Times 
!fcr.":--: 
Main Refectory 
Biology Refectory 
Physiology Refectory 
Ipswich Refectory 
Herston Campus 
Turfaoi St Campus 
Monday 
27th October 
9.-30am-4:OOpm 
||:0Oam-3;O0pm 
1 l;)Oam'3:3Dpm 
ll.-00am-2:00pm 
" 
Tuesday 
18th October 
9:30am-4:00pni 
ll:00am.7:00pm 
l!.'30am-3:30pm 
)l;O0aiT>-2.-O0pm 
ll;00am-2:00pm 
Wednesday 
29th October 
9:3Oam-7:00pm 
ll:00am-3:00pm 
ll:30am-3:30pm 
ll:00am.2:00pm 
1 l:00am-2;00pm 
Thursday 
3ath October 
9;3Dam-4:00pm 
1 hOOamOiOOpm 
ll;30am-3:30pm 
Friday 
3 Ist October 
9:30am-4:00pm 
1 ):00am-3:00pm 
ll:30am-3:30pm 
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President's report 
My Year with the Union: The Final Report 
of the President 
Welcome students to my final column for 
the year. I thought 1 would take the time to 
go through my year in office and all the 
crazy things that have happened this year. 
Its going to be quite a story so settle in for 
some reading.... Or alternatively just skip 
to the bolded headings you like best. 
The Year of the Divided Union 
As I have said before this year was a year 
unlike many others. Instead of one 
grouping sweeping the board and taking 
the majority of positions every team won 
some positions, the majority of positions 
held have been by the Mojo team. It hasn't 
been easy working within an executive 
which is meant to work as a team yet 
could barely say two civil words to each 
other. The Union has withstood it all, as it 
seems to always do. The people who work 
within the Union have not been so lucky I 
think. We have seen infighting, 
manipulation, deceit and pointless political 
scoring, all the while mixed with sacrifice. 
This year 1 guess showed that it could be 
done, that we could all work together for 
the common goal of the students. That 
statement is somewhat farfetched. By 
sacrificing what one believes in, 
compromise could be reached, more often 
than not that sacrifice was mine. To stop 
the Union tearing itself apart from the 
inside the executive needed to stop its 
infighting and work towards goals. 1 hate 
to say that these goals I strove toward 
and, where the executive could work 
together were the goals of the Mojo 
members who got elected and not my 
own. There was little chance of co-
operation on anything that Mojo didn't 
want, little chance of compromise there. 
Many members of my own team and 
others from the left have not been very 
happy with my performance as President 
this year, some days neither am 1. A 
sacrifice was needed to continue the 
majority of the work the Union conducted, 
that sacrifice was mine; a sacrifice that I 
felt needed to be made. Almost at the end 
of my term I'm not yet sure if it was a 
success or failure.., only time will tell. 
Administrative Committee 
I should have known this was going to be 
a troublesome committee when at the very 
first meeting the Mojo Liberals tried to stop 
me from being the chair. For those of you 
who may be unaware, Administrative 
committee is the committee that directs 
the President, Secretary, and Treasurer in 
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there duties. It is also the committee in 
charge of the general finances of the 
Union and staffing matters. This year, this 
committee is completely dominated by 
Mojo. I hold my breath every meeting 
waiting for the motion that will direct me to 
do something completely outrageous or to 
spend thousands of dollars more on some 
specific student interest group {1 believe 
designed to secure votes in the up-coming 
elections), completely ignoring equality for 
all students. 
It's a committee where the high rollers of 
Mojo come to play. Every second meeting 
the executive gives a report and answers 
any questions that committee members 
may have. For my Mojo colleagues this 
means at least half an hour of pompous 
self-importance. They then get to answer 
questions from their friends about banal 
political issues that they find interesting 
and relevant. An hour later and one report 
is complete. By the end of two the staff 
reps have decided to leave, very soon so 
will the senior managers, then its just them 
and me. 
Maturity is obviously not linked to 
intelligence. 
Council 
Council is the Union's peak decision 
making body, a body that holds the 
elected officers accountable for the 
decisions that are made and the actions 
that are taken.,, well at least that's the 
theory. In reality council is the biggest 
farce on the planet. Within the last two 
years council has denigrated to nothing 
but an absolute waste of time, Once upon 
a time council would discuss motions 
passed from all the Union's committees 
and collectives, discuss changes to the 
constitution and regulations and hold 
accountable those who were elected. All it 
does now is provide 45 minutes of political 
grandstanding and point scoring while we 
have question time. The meeting then 
loses quorum (minimum number to make 
a meeting legitimate) as people leave (for 
Union Council at least 9 councilors out of 
25 are required to be present). Nothing of 
note is ever discussed and the agenda 
continues to grow as more items are 
added and none are taken off. The 
agenda is currently over sixty pages long 
and has items dating back to the end of 
last year. 
A proper meeting of council has not been 
called since April (even though it is meant 
to meet monthly, convened by the 
Secretary) with only emergency meetings 
being called since then. The fact that the 
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Secretary's inaction openly ignores the 
constitution and regulations, the rules by 
which it is meant to govern concerns me 
greatly When an organisation cannot 
follow its governing rules what hope does 
it have? The latest debacle is in the hands 
of the Union's lawyers, who are looking 
into the very validity of our last meeting. 
Activities 
The one thing that has upset and 
disappointed me this year has been the 
activities area within the student Union. 
This is an area that has been held by the 
left for over ten years, at last years 
elections a bastion of the left was 
smashed and the Mojo Liberal candidate 
romped in. 
Activities is meant to be an area at the 
very forefront of the Union, boldly going 
where no one had been before, with a 
quest to provide fun and enhance campus 
culture for the students of this University 
This years Activities area has done very 
little to facilitate this. 
It all began with the Orientation period 
where our illustrious Activities Officer was 
on two months work placement for his 
degree. Unable to be contacted and 
missing in action one of his team mates 
was hastily assigned to fill in for him. It all 
went pretty badly from there. It seemed 
every single decision was questioned by 
the entire Liberal team, from where we 
hired our equipment, to why we had to 
comply with University policy An event 
that usually runs smoothly was held up 
and then rushed. 
Orientation camp flopped, with only 30 
students showing up. Instead of teaching 
them about the wonderful things to be 
discovered at University and what the 
Union had to offer, we had to bite our 
tongues and watch helplessly as students 
were recruited to the Liberal club. 
0-week was a nightmare; the weather 
further threw our plans off course and 
forced us to take extreme measures. 
Market day was shifted to Mayne Hall, 
with the Big Gig being relocated to the 
Holt and Heath Rooms within the Union. 
All the while Mojo office bearers managed 
to wear their hideous orange shirts to 
Union events to show that they now 
controlled the Union. The joke was on 
them however, as little did they realise that 
they organised one of the worst 0-weeks 
ever to happen on this campus. 
As the year progressed the events got 
fewer and fewer. There were no 
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competitions to speak of at all, no 
scavenger hunt, no comedy comp, no 
Where's Wally...nothing. The bands and 
BBQs stopped, and the orange shirts 
seemed to disappear once more. 
At the end of first semester, activities 
organised a bowls day An event to be 
held off campus and on a weekend... 
does anyone else wonder how this helps 
provide campus culture for students. Mojo 
spared no expense, and after a period of 
ineffectual advertising, held perhaps the 
biggest flop yet. After spending $4000 only 
about thirty students actually showed up, 
reportedly got drunk at the expense of the 
Union, and proceeded to rampage about 
the campus. 
During this time the open lounge that was 
the activities space became a dumping 
ground of stale beer and junk. The 
couches were moved into the Activities 
Officer's office, for his private parties, and 
the space became desolate. What's worse 
is that an already existing graffiti wall of 
creativity became a wall of abuse and 
slander. This is a space controlled by the 
activities officer who did nothing to abate 
this. To me the wall has become a symbol 
of the excesses of the Mojo reign; racist, 
sexist, and homophobic diatribe that 
would be added to whenever they had a 
piss up in the area. It was only after 
Semper printed an article in early August 
that they decided to go and spray paint 
over the more offensive comments that 
had been made. Many comments can still 
be found there. The hatred of arts 
students and queers in particular is still 
quite evident as is the love of a continued 
war with countries in the middle east. 
Please feel free to go and check it out for 
yourselfs (just turn left at the Red Room). 
But still the story goes on, the return of 
second semester saw ReUnion week, an 
annual event to remind students of the 
existence of the Union and what it can do 
for them. With most of the executive 
campaigning for the referendum there was 
very little student help. Revitalize, a repeat 
event, fell flat on its face despite the hard 
work of staff, a good line up, and the fact 
Mojo spent about three times as much as 
usual. Many fingers were pointed, but no 
one seemed able to accept the blame that 
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their negligence had once again led to the 
disgrace of the Union. 
Recently the Union Secretary ordered the 
staff in the area to hold band and BBQs 
every week from now till the end of the 
year (see Mojo can deliver more BBQs, 
pity it took till election time to do it). Of 
course Mojo can't be bothered now to 
actually show up and BBQ for the 
students, instead staff are paid to do it. 
The final tradition of office bearers serving 
students has been thrown out the window 
like yesterdays trash. And the bands... 
well I am glad that the Mojo mates who 
end up getting gigs actually have some 
talent... otherwise the whole 
unaccountable system would be a 
complete disgrace. 
The final slap in (he face came about 
recently when 1 discovered that the 
Activities Officer had taken to signing 
alcohol out of the Red Room and charging 
it to the Activities budget. This alcohol was 
then used to host a variety of private 
events whore the Activities Officer and his 
mates could drink for free, making the 
students of UQ pick up his personal tab. 
What's worse is when the Union Treasurer 
knows about these events and was 
sometimes in attendance. Is this your idea 
of delivering more for students? It wasn't 
nnine, and with the help of the managers 1 
bought this practice to an end. 
Hopefully you can see my dismay in all 
this. An area as fun and free as activities 
has been gutted, destroyed, and used by 
some for personal gain. My vanity won't 
allow me to get over the fact that 1 am the 
President in the year that had the worst 
Activities ever! 
Five Cent Photocopying 
As the campus becomes awash in orange 
you may stop and take some notice. The 
posters for 5 cent photocopying are in 
orange, Mojo have orange as their 
colour... "Oh my god, they delivered on an 
election promise!" V\iell yes they did, and 
their pathetic cheap point scoring has 
hopefully not gone unnoticed by some of 
you. 
Here's what happened. This year after 
taking office we discussed 5 cent 
photocopying. We all agreed that it was a 
good idea and would benefit students, so 
the Liberals went to work trying to get it to 
happen. Much talking with the photocopy 
shop owner took place and a deal was 
struck. The idea and rough guidelines of 
what they were promising in return for the 
5 cent photocopying were then dumped 
upon my desk to deal with. I basically 
needed to completely revisit most of the 
agreed upon terms and renegotiate, due 
to hollow Mojo promises and lack of follow 
through. 
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This process has also cost the Union 
almost $100,000 with $60,000 being spent 
on the smart card system (gotta love those 
orange photocopy cards), $10,000 on the 
room being refurbished and over $20,000 
being spent on security cameras for the 
room to operate 24 hours. Whether or not 
this investment will pay off over time 
remains to be seen. 
It's a shame such ideas need hard work to 
see them through to completion. 
Congratulations on your achievement 
Mojo. 
Emergency Powers 
The President is invested with powers that 
allow him/her to act with the authority of 
the Union, this can be used financially up 
to the amount of $10, 000. This year 
everytime 1 turned my back it seemed the 
Secretary or Treasurer were claiming they 
were the acting President and throwing 
my powers around at will. 1 would go to a 
meeting with the University come back an 
hour later only to discover that in my 
absence the Secretary had assumed 
acting President status and given $5000 
to the club of his choice, or had purchased 
a computer for the colleges area, or had 
decreed that the Union Secretary was now 
the co-publisher of the Union and had to 
authorise all material in conjunction with 
the President. 
Its almost like a magic wand really isn't it. 
It got quite a workout eariier this year 
when I was attending a conference in 
Canada on behalf of the University In my 
two week absence, despite being 
contactable, the Secretary used 
emergency powers over 25 time, with over 
$30,000 dollars of student's money being 
spent in what I believe was an unfair and 
inequitable way. When 1 returned the 
Secretary then refused to justify or even 
disclose his use of emergency powers. 
Such abuse of power remains unchecked 
and completely unaccountable... didn't 
Mojo promise to change that? 
What I find even more ludicrous is when 
they ask me to do something and 1 refuse 
to do it, 1 am declared unfit to act and 
either the Union Secretary or Treasurer try 
to assume my powers and responsibilities. 
That's great logic for you. 
Green Link Bridge 
This issue is one that has dogged me 
since the moment 1 took office. I have 
attended more meetings than I can 
remember, and this is the one issue I 
discussed most with journalists around 
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Bnsbane. It is also a topic where I have, at 
times, been the only one arguing in favour 
of it. 
The result: UQ has finally agreed to a 
bridge proposal. The proposal sees a 
bridge come across to the campus from 
the Dutton Park site, on this side of the 
river there will be a bus stop which allows 
buses onto the campus but only long 
enough to drop their passengers. The 
buses will not use any of the other existing 
roadwork within UQ and the bridge will 
only allow pedestrians, cyclists and buses, 
no other forms of transport. 
This in itself is a big win for the students of 
UQ. It makes an effort to address the 
issues of accessibility for students, by 
finally allowing students from the 'wrong 
side' of the river to gain access to the 
place where they study Once completed 
this will hopefully allow many students to 
once again catch public transport and 
leave their cars at home. 
University Committees 
These have been both the bane of my 
existence and some of the most 
productive things that I have done all year. 
1 sit on many University committees, 
sometimes 1 feel as if that's all I actually 
get to do. Many of them are quite 
important and discuss at length the fate of 
many students here at UQ, as such it's a 
hard call to decide when to go and when 
to miss a meeting. 1 ended up attending 
95% of University meetings with varied 
amounts of success. Over 50% of Student 
Appeals lodged with the Senate actually 
gel upheld and passed, a slight increase 
over previous years I think. The University 
has decided to introduce an across the 
board assessment remark policy which 
allows students to challenge grades they 
may have been given unfairly as well as 
investigate ways to implement blind 
marking practices. 
One of the major things the University has 
been toying with is the future of '3s' and 
what they will actually mean for obtaining 
a degree. This debate will rage long past 
my use by date, so future Presidents be 
alert and aware, else watch them become 
abolished. 
The Staff 
1 couldn't write a final report for the year 
without saying a few words about the staff 
that stay from year to year, and work with 
every executive elected. These people. 
believe it or not, are what keep the Union 
functioning year to year. Without them, I 
think the students would fall into a chaotic 
mess on the floor Some of them are the 
most hardworking and dedicated people 1 
have ever met, and I feel honoured to 
have had the chance to work with most of 
them. 
Sometimes I feel that many of them have 
adopted me as a long lost son, grandson, 
little brother or nephew. They are an 
endless well of support and advice in 
times when 1 need them most. I would 
rank many of them as friends and hope 
that they are able to do the same. 
To all the staff who work within the Union; 
'rom the Business Trading crew to the 
Cultural Student Support and finance 
staff... and maybe even the senior 
managers (just kidding), 1 give to you the 
biggest, warmest, and most heartfelt 
ihank you for all your hard work, support 
and advice over this past year. I don't 
know what i would have done without you 
all, and have no idea how I will cope next 
year when 1 no longer have my extended 
family to call upon. 1 will miss you all 
deariy 
The end of an Era 
After having been involved in the Union for 
nearty three years my time is about to 
come to an end. Next year will see my 
doing my final year of an education degree 
and as such 1 will be on placement at 
school for 15 weeks of semester, and 
therefore I have no time at all for the Union 
next year. It is something however that I 
will miss greatly Becoming involved in the 
Union was something 1 did to try to give 
back to the students at this University and 
to help out those less fortunate than 
myself. When I first got involved I never 
imagined this is where I would end up. For 
those cynics out there, no 1 am not 
planning on getting involved in politics 
now my time in the Union is complete, and 
no, 1 do not have a job at a 
Labor/Liberal/Democrat party office 
somewhere. I am simply sinking back into 
the role of insignificant student and 
allowing someone else to steer the helm 
to protect student's rights. 
Many people (mainly the Union Secretary) 
have asked me what my legacy to the 
Union is, what have 1 achieved that for 
years to come students will look to me and 
go... "Geez he was a great bloke, why 
can't we have him back?" This is I think a 
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stupid question to ask. No matter who you 
are, what team you ran with, or what you 
actually achieved no one will ultimately 
care the minute you leave office. People 
will always been drawn to the things you 
never got to finish or that you still had 
stuck on your 'to do' list, and draw thoir 
own conclusions. As such I'm not going to 
waste my breath or your time by spouting 
off everything that 1 have ever done for the 
Union, all 1 will say is that it has been an 
intense pleasure to work for you, the 
students here at UQ and that 1 have learnt 
a great deal. I have worked my hardest to 
achieve the best for you all and hope that 
I have not disappointed you too greatly 
Well that's the end of my report. Thanks 
for taking the time to read through. If you 
have any further questions or have 
suddenly been inspired to become active 
in the Union please feel free to drop me a 
line at president.union@uq.edu.au 
Good Luck with exams and enjoy your 
Christmas Holidays. 
Aaron Marsham 
24 
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Je ne suis pas d'accord avec ce que vous dites, malsje me battrai jusqu'au bout 
pour que vous puisslez le dire. Voltaire 
i do not agree with what you have to say, but I'll defend to the death your right to say it. 
The editors for 2003 were elected as independents (with endorsements from both left and right wing teams) with 
the aim to make Semper more accessible to more students. We intended to raise the general standard of the 
publication and have encouraged a diversity of opinions and stood above political factionalism. 
Although we have received a plethora of positive comments about the publication this year, activities and behaviour 
from certain office bearers have made this more difficult than we anticipated. Semper's very survival was 
threatened. In spite of these difficulties, we worked to keep Semper from becoming a trashy political bitching 
forum. 
However, now that the end of ihe year has come, and the last edition is to be printed (as it happens before election 
week), we thought it appropriate to inform the students of what has been going on. 
Our reports may seem biased against certain people and certain teams. It is not our fault that these particular 
individuals chose to repeatedly behave in the fashion they did. They are responsible for their behaviour. We are 
the newspaper that reports on them. 
None of the 2003 Semper editors are standing for election for any position in 2004, We do not endorse or 
disendorse any particlular candidate or team. We have a duty to fairly and impartially report on the conduct of your 
Union and its office bearers. 
Semper. 
Resignation 
Mojo attacked Semper throughout the 
year, lit appeared they didn't like how I 
responded. When we won office 
someone allegedly posted on 
Cricky.com (a political gossip forum) that 
they (Mojo) had won Semper this year. 
Apparently Antonio went around telling 
other office bearers that I was a Liberal, 
although when I confronted him about 
this said he only told people I had a nice 
car. Certainly at the beginning of the year 
he invited Shona and myself to join his 
branch of the Liberal party. He and I 
used to have long chats about politics 
and world events. It became apparent 
that I would never approve of the 'play 
the man and not the ball' strategy 
systematically employed by Mojo. 
However, 1 gave them a chance and tried 
to be open to all sides. With our fading 
out, Mojo seemed to take the greatest 
exception to myself. Perhaps this was 
because they thought 1 was one of them, 
or perhaps because they learnt that they 
could not bully upset or annoy me. 
Whatever the reason, they told me that if 
i resigned, Semper would have no more 
problems for the rest of the year. 
Furthermore they insisted that they had 
such problems with my character that it 
would be impossible for us to work 
together this year, so 1 must go. Antonio 
even started calling me 'Labor Dave' for 
the minutes of meetings, which 1 found 
so cute since he had spent so long telling 
everyone I was a Liberal. However they 
had absolutely no right to determine who 
will be office bearers of the Union, which 
is determined by the students, and they 
were trying to do everything possible to 
stop us doing what we were elected to 
do, produce the student newspaper. 
Therefore I had r\o hesitation in 
continuing to discharge my duties and 
fight them so as to inhibit their plan of not 
producing Semper. 
When they realised they couldn't get me 
to resign, they insisted that if we wanted 
to get anything done this year we must 
convince Whitlam (who hold the balance 
of power on Council) to always vote with 
Mojo. I told them that I thought they over-
estimated our influence with Whitlam but 
we could probably organise a meeting 
for them with one of the Whitlam 
negotiators. This was not a case of Mojo 
having an irreparable problem with my 
character, but rather of Mojo trying to 
extract maximum political mileage. We 
organised the meeting and told the 
Whitlam negotiator that we would not be 
used as political blackmail, and she had 
no intention of being forced into any such 
deal, so the Mojo machinations came out 
to naught, instead they merely illustrated 
to us the pettiness of Mojo's complaints 
against us and the need to circumvent 
the Secretary and Treasurer. Time and 
again they tried to foil us by insisting that 
Admin Committee had control of us or 
determining that we could only print 
1500 copies of each edition, or refusing 
to issue purchase request orders, or 
refusing to pay our printers. Each time 
the Union went to the lawyers who ruled 
that the Secretary and Treasurer' were 
acting inappropriately or their 
constitutional interpretation was in error. 
It became rather farcical, had the entire 
experience not cost the Union thousands 
of dollars on legal advice. Even for 
interpretations of the constitution which 
seemed quite simple, the Secretary 
could still be creative and seemed to 
always interpret the constitution and 
regulations in a way that advantaged him 
and negatively impacted on non-Mojo 
areas. 
David Lavercombe 
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Annual Budget. 
This was one of the earliest indications of 
Mojo in action. The first edition o' Semper 
came out in '0 Week" and had a print run ol 
9000. Admin Committee approved the 
expenditure of 513,030, although it only cost 
$12,000 and this came out of the first quarter 
supply budget, Ou' second edition was 
meant to come out at the end of March, just 
before the annual budget was to take effect. 
We had been given no firm figure upon which 
to make a budget submission, were given 
conflicting information about how the process 
actually worked and had repeatedly asked for 
and been promised a consultation period. 
None of this occurred, however vve were told 
we had to wait until the annual budget was 
adopted before we went to print. 
When the Treasurer submitted her budget to 
Admin Committee, the Printing line of 
Semper had been reduced to 520,000 and 
she had set the advertising target at 318,000, 
The Secretary, holding three votes, decided 
to reduce our printing line to 315,000 (leaving 
us S3000 for the rest ol the year) and 
increased the advertising target to $30,000. 
Fortunately no one outside the MOJO team 
was happy about the obvious political job 
done on Semper - even the Vice-Chancellor 
sent a message of support suggesting the 
Union should reprioritise its spending - and 
council very heavily revised the Treasurer's 
and Secretary's budget. Semper was by no 
means the only area which received such an 
obviously political attack in the annual 
budget, however we were probably the most 
blatant. Basically all non-Mojo areas were cut 
and Mojo areas heavily increased. 
The MOJO team did not like the revision of 
their budget and kept trying to stall the 
process. They dissented the chairs ruling, 
argued that the budget needed to go back to 
admin committee, and tried to pull quorum. 
They even tried to argue that because the 
Treasurer had been late in submitting the 
budget to Admin Committee, and because 
the Secretary d'd not call a meeting of council 
on time to consider the budget, the Union 
couldn't have any budget at all. Most people 
in the room merely laughed as the Mojo 
Secretary and Treasurer kept trying to shift 
the blame from their own incompetence to 
that of (heir colleague, in trying to justify why 
the Union can't have a budget, and so 
therefore has to shut the Refectories, Rec 
Room etc. 
It was funny to watch as Union Counci! 
changed the Treasurer's budget. As the 
amendments were read out they either had 
to be accepted or rejected by the Treasurer 
as mover of the budget. It was Antoinio, not 
Jemma who would usually answer first, 
determining whether he - and therefore Mojo 
- accepted the changes. It was a little 
pathetic that even in the budget process, the 
absolute domain of the Treasurer, the 
Secretary was calling the shots. 
In hindsight, what was most amusing was 
that night tho Secretary threatening me. 
Bitter about (he revision Union Council made 
to the Treasurer's economically irresponsible 
budget, Antonio promising me that 'You will 
not see Semper for the rest of the year,' after 
only our first edition. 
He went on to explain what a shame this was 
because we had worked so hard to win office 
and we would get nothing done, whereas he 
could walk away at the end of the year, happy 
that he had done everything he wanted to do. 
Despite trying everything they could and 
arguably abusing their power and position in 
the process, the Mojo Secretary and 
Treasurer could not follow through on the 
Secretary's threat; Semper was published, 
read and enjoyed this year. And now it 
Paying the Printer. 
At one point during the year, Mojo thought 
they might make things difficult for us by 
refusing to pay our printers for two editions 
they had printed. The Secretary made some 
creative interpretation of the constitution, 
which the Treasurer acted upon to deny 
payment. The editors made it clear that the 
Secretary's Interpretation was flawed and that 
no justifiable ground existed to stop payment. 
However, the Treasurer insisted that the 
Union get legal advice, again, to resolve the 
issue. Not surprisingly and maintaining a 
remarkable consistency the legal advice 
indicated that the Secretary's interpretation 
was not valid and no reason existed to refuse 
payment. Despite this the Secretary and 
Treasurer still attempted to delay payment as 
long as possible. 1 believe their purpose was 
probably to antagonise our printers to such an 
extent that they would refuse to print anything 
else for us. Even Admin Committee 
(dominated by Mojo) authorised this payment 
due to certain staff such as the Union Acting 
Financial Controller voting on the matter Mojo 
did not exercise their votes, but made it plain 
that they would appeal the motion to council 
(which means resolution could have been 
delayed by up to three months, the way the 
Secretary calls council). 
Resolution only occured when our printers 
contacted the Treasurer and told her that a 
summons would be issued against her 
personally and debt collectors sent, if she 
continued to withhold payment, Jemma was 
under the impression that only Aaron 
Marsham as the President of the Union can 
be sued and so had no concern regarding 
legal action against the Union. However it 
must have been a little scary for her when she 
found out that any Union Office bearer could 
be sued for their actions, and that the Union 
does not indemnify such office bearers if they 
were not acting in good faith and with due 
diligence. I believe it is clear that she would 
not have been indemnified, since her actions 
were unjustifiable and untenable. But this was 
the way of things for them. The harder they 
tried, the worse it got for them. The Secretary 
and Treasurer, time and time again enmeshed 
themselves deeper and deeper into the 
quagmire trying to stop us. 
David Lavercombe 
appears the Secretary can't walk away happy 
at what he has achieved, because Antonio 
Ferria Jardim is running for the position 
again. This is probably because, as I see it, 
he achieved so little. 
He promised to call meetings on time and 
then didn't call council for three months. 
Meetings were cancelled without notice, He 
promised to make the Union more 
accountable but refuses to release minutes 
of meeting held. 1 believe Antonio cost the 
Union thousands in legal fees, due to either 
a) systematic misinterpretation ol the 
constitution, apparently for his own political 
purposes or b) incompetence. 
David Lavercombe 
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"We decide who co 
the circumstande 
which they cpme!' 
John Howam Campaign Uunch, 28 October 2001 
- and no one else. 
r .vin Parer supports  
Red Room Incident 
The Red Room has an unofficial policy that if 
you were involved in a fight then you are 
banned. Eariier in the year, the UQ Union 
Secretary Antonio Ferrera Jardim was 
involved in a fight in the Red Room with (he 
brother of one of the editor's of Semper. 
Antonio previously had dealings with this 
individual and had made a comment 
aftenvards that somebody needed to teach 
that boy a lesson. Evidently Antonio thought 
he was that person and held a grudge over 
previously being made to look the fool in the 
previous encounter. 
The disagreement arose ever the pool table, 
the source of many such conflicts, and soon 
the Secretary was gesturing to take the 
incident outside. The video footage of the 
event quite cleariy shows the Secretary as the 
provocateur, pouring the poolballs down the 
pockets, gesturing to take Ihe disagreement 
outside, and then gesturing to walk down the 
stairs and out of video surveillance. 
Witnesses of the inciden( also relate the 
Secretary stating that he was going to take 
the editor's brother to 'a dark, dark place' and 
telling his friend that he'd be right back he 'just 
has to fuck some shit up'.. Antonio, has let it 
become widely known around student politics 
that he is a martial arts expert. He threw the 
first punch and lost the fight. His opporGnt 
showed remarkable constraint and the 
Secretary was left with only minor injuries. 
However, Antonio told everyone that he had 
gone to the police and stated he was beaten 
up because he was a Liberal Jew. That was 
certainly the story he tried to sell around the 
Union; that he was a victim of a hate crime, 
Antonio claimed, to the President and others, 
that after the fight he had to crawl back to the 
Red Room, and be assisted by Security He 
also claimed his 'assailant' had fled the scene 
0 comes 
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and he had suffered a dislocated shoulder, 
among other injuries. The video footage does 
not seem to correspond with this account at 
all. The surveillance footage quite cleariy 
shows the editor's brother returning to the 
Red Room and remaining for over 15 
minutes. Antonio is seen walking in about five 
minutes after the editor's brother, and his 
shoulder does not seem to be troubling him. 
Antonio had a brief discussion with his 
companion, Edmond Power, before leaving, 
Jacket held in one arm, and swinging his 
other a-m freely Mr Power did not seem 
concerned by his friend's 'injuries' as he stays 
and joins another group of people. 
Nothing came ol the police involvement, 
although the Treasurer kept telling people that 
one of the editors was going to be charged as 
v/ell fo" being an accessory. What did 
eventuate however was that the editor's 
brother was banned from (he Red Room. The 
Secretary was not. This is despite the 'act that 
the Secretary started the fight and the Red 
Room manager did not want the situation 
handled this way The Red Room manager 
wanted to implement a policy that whoever 
arrived first in the Red Room was allowed in, 
and the other would not be allowed to enter 
when they came later if the first person was still 
inside. This policy of not having both in the Red 
Room at the same time would be in place until 
the manager had sat them both down together 
and have a meeting to be sure that they could 
both be in the Red Room at the same time, 
However the Treasurer abused her power and 
unjustifiably banned the victim of Antonio's 
aggression, and not her MOJO comrade. Her 
position in this matter is untenable and 
arguably she does not actually have the 
authority to so arbitrarily ban someone from the 
Red Room, Merely because the Treasurer 
does not like someone and the Secretary is 
involved inan altercation with this person, does 
£ 'D f 9' T 0 'li 
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not mean this person should be banned from 
the Red Room. Originally the Business Trading 
Manager of the Union informed the Red Room 
Manager to ignore the Treasurer's directive, 
however Jemma was at the Red Room one 
day as was the editor's brother. She tried to 
have him thrown out and threw a ittle wobbly 
When she found out that the Business Trading 
Manager had not endorsed her unjustifiable 
and untenable action, she stormed back up to 
the Union and abused the President. 
So the Secretary tells everyone how tough he 
is, picks a fight, throws the first punch, loses, 
cries 'hate crime' to the police and has his 
mate abuse her power and ban the wronged 
party rather than the aggressor and 
provocateur of the incident. You make your 
own judgement. 
David Lavercombe 
Idle Threats 
The Secretary has threatened to have me 
charged for slander for comments of mine 
made at meetings and has threatened to sue 
over articles in Semper. The Treasurer has 
told people I was to bo charged as an 
accessory to assault. So far these have been 
idle threats. However if they wish to carry 
through we have files of evidence for our 
lawyers and would be happy for the 
opportunity for all of the sordid details to 
come out in court. No doubt there would be 
media attention regarding the matter, so it 
would be nice for the cameras to be focusing 
on some of the ridiculous antics that the Mojo 
liberals were trying to pull this year. 1 Imagine 
the Liberal Party of Australia would be 
uncomfortable being associated with such 
behaviour aired so publicly So a message to 
the Secretary before he starts whining about 
how he Is going to sue; step up or shut up. 
David Lavercombe 
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Students might remember the referendum that was recently held 
to consider the adoption of a new constitution and set of 
regulations. The Secretary had drafted the document and although 
there were some reasonable parts, on the whole I consider it was 
a dangerous document. I do not think It was drafted to be a fair and 
equitable set of rules that everyone could agree to and follow, but 
rather to maximise Mojo election chances, increase (he power of 
the executive and decrease the power of Council to be an effective 
check on the executive. Not surprisingly Mojo campaigned for the 
YES vote and every other team campaigned for the NO vote. Mojo 
isolated certain areas such as Colleges and Clubs and Societies 
as key constituents and sought to offer large incentives to these 
areas. The Mojo Clubs and Societies Officer and Colleges Officer 
used their position to send information to Club Presidents and all 
college students informing them of all the sweeteners put in the 
constitution for them. The election tribunal considered this to be 
acceptable because the documents didn't say 'Vote Yes' 
anywhere. However, the point remains, that these officers used 
(heir position (o send very posKive and one-sided information to 
students to whom they had privileged access. This action led to 
the very considered and deliberate 'NO worries?' article which 
outlined my personal reflections on the proposed constitution, I did 
not specify 'Vote No", however it was clear that I considered the 
document flawed. Originally the President was to write a No case 
and (he Secretary a Yes case for us to publish in Semper, however 
the Secretary refused to write anything. We were then going to 
write nothing until Mojo sent out their letter. We then decided that 
we can play their games, it is just unfortunate that we had to. 
On the Yes campaign leaflets there were promises that the new 
constitution would remove the office bearer's perks, such as free 
carparks and food vouchers. However the policy of providing meal 
vouchers to office bearers lapsed early in the year and was not 
renewed, Union office bearers have not been receiving them for 
most of the year. The president receives a free Senate Red Permit 
(from the University, not the Union), but every other office bearer 
has to pay over $400 for a carpark. So Mojo were promising to 
remove perks that didn't exist. 
The Yes campaign also promised to save so much money on office 
bearer pay This was ironic considering they were the driving force 
behind getting the Union to put six more office bearers onto the 
Union payroll earlier in the year. 
The Secretary, in his 2002 policy statement, promised to make the 
Union less bureaucratic, however the new constitution added 
another layer of bureaucracy with the proposed formation of 
Student action groups, which had very little power and were under 
the directive of committees - allowing students to become involved 
but not actually be able to do anything. 
Mojo organised a BBQ and band, handing out their leaflets as 
people waited in line. They also organised posters and flyers 
advertising 5 cent photocopying and the new 'Weekly Specials' at 
the refectories, which they dumped everywhere, careful of course 
to include Yes material. The funniest thing about that was that they 
printed thirty thousand flyers advertising the 5 cent photocopying. 
They then tried to order another ten thousand - that's more than 
one per UQ student - but the President told Publications not to 
order them, Antonio then wrote a memo declaring himself to be 
using Presidential Emergency Powers to order the additional ten 
thousand flyers. This memo was authorised by four of the 
Secretary's Mojo colleagues. It was totally inappropriate since 
Aaron Marsham was on campus and contactable at the time. 
There was a more serious and reprehensible side to this entire affair. 
During the referendum both sides had a banner. One day the Yes 
banner was appropriated and Mojo thought they knew who had 
done it. A female mature-aged student 
alleged that the Secretary and Student 
Representation Officer followed her 
around for a considerable time and 
threatened hor and her children unless 
she gave the banner back. She advised 
she felt the need to seek a large crowd 
to escape the abuse and intimidation. 
Shortly after being advised of this I 
witnessed the Secretary enter the lift 
into the Union on level two. 1 pressed the 
button on level three and the doors 
opened. I made it clear that such 
behaviour was totally unacceptable and 
that he should discontinue the practise 
immediately or 1 would take action to 
stop him. He had no denial or excuses. 
I do net think this is appropriate 
behaviour for Union Office bearers. 
David Lavercombe 
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Beginning on Wednesday October 8, a 
number of articles appeared in the 
Qiueensland Times; an Ipswich based 
newspaper, detailing the lack of fun on the 
Ipswich campus. Adding fuel to the fire, one 
of these articles included quotes from the 
Mojo treasurer, Jemma MacGinley Jemma 
stated that the budget for activities on the 
Ipswich campus is $120 000. She further 
went on to claim that of this money I have 
only spent $22 000, and essentially implied 
that 1 have not been doing my job. The truth 
of the matter is that there are four budget 
lines in the Ipswich budget covering 
activities. All of these lines combined total 
less than $10 000. 
Maybe Mojo should make sure their next 
candidate for treasurer can actually count. 
Just an extra on this matter, if any 
department actually had $120 000, it would 
work out to over $900 to spend per 
academic day The reality is small 
campuses tend to get very little of what they 
pay, back. 
Mojo treasurer Jemma MacGinley further 
claimed that I have held the position for 
three years, thus nicely giving me the credit 
for 2001 when it was actually a Mojo 
candidate who held the position and was 
dismissed by Union Council for not 
attending meetings. I have actually only 
held the job for two years. 
It is ironic that Mojo should be casting 
aspersions on the activities held at Ipswich. 
From the lack of activities held at St. Lucia 
this year, I believe it's a good bet that more 
events and activities were actually held at 
Ipswich this year on a comparitive basis. 
Regardless, a small campus officer is a 
jack-of-all-trades position, I have not 
focused solely on activities this year, that is 
actually just one part of the position. I have 
also dealt with many other issues involving 
student representation, especially since 
small campus officers are usually the first 
port of call for students on our campuses 
(even those who wish to discuss certain 
issues with an office bearer from a specific 
area, eg. welfare, education, women's etc). 
Yet as a result of this article quoting Mojo 
treasurer Jemma MacGinley 1 have been 
harassed on campus, the factual fallicies 
told to the newspaper have been repeated 
in posters placed across my campus. The 
year was made more difficult when the 
union office was broken into and vandalized 
only days after the newspaper article. This, 
of course, cost the Union significant money 
for repairs. 
The really stupid part about the whole 
matter is that whilst I could understand the 
intent to discredit an election opponent if I 
were trying for a third term, any political 
mileage that they could actually get would 
be negligible at best, 1 am not running for 
the position again, nor seriously running 
again for any position. My only election 
connection this year, is running for 
president based on a campaign promoting 
the Fudge Goddess, and promising free 
fudge once a year on campus, hardly a 
serious threat. 
Of course it does seem quite disturbing that 
such a supposedly serious and capable 
team as Mojo feels threatened enough by 
the abilities of a joke ticket, that they need 
to attack me. In the event of a win we are 
capable of doing the job but are not 
particulariy inclined toward anything other 
than getting involved in the campaigning, 
and having fun at the expense of the 
serious teams. 
1 guess one of the reasons this has been so 
disheartening, is that after Mojo did so well 
at last year's elections 1 decided that the 
best thing to do for the sake of the union, 
was to try to work with them throughout the 
year. 1 had actually started to trust these 
people, however from my experience this 
was a big mistake. So yeah, maybe this 
union needs "a little less conversation, and 
a little more action". Unfortunately "we can't 
go on together with suspicious minds". 
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^ Call yourself an ordinary student in an attempt to put yourself 
above all the other student politicians. 
^ State that you are here to represent students in an attempt to 
put yourself above all those that are really here for the 
'furtherment of their political careers'. 
^ The more big words you know the better. You don't even have 
to know what they mean, people will think you are intelligent. In 
fact the words don't even have to exist, the credibility is in the 
delivery. 
^ Pass your university medal around in council. People will 
think you are a moron who only has a medal" by way of fluke. 
^ If you identify your whole personality with a certain political 
category, you will fit right in...somewhere. 
^0* In fact, if you can describe your whole persona in one word, 
left or right, even better. 
^ Repeat ideas told to you, and pass them off as your own. 
When questioned, accuse (he questioner of being from the 
opposite side of politics. 
^ Stick post it notes to your nose when council is voting to 
accept your budget. 
§©• Inquire why a newspaper has to be 'such a wordy 
publication'. 
§ ^ Tell office bearers that their every attempt to be productive 
will be thwarted, then question why they aren't more productive. 
^ Don't necessarily follow through on agreements. 
?0* Make agreements with the people who haven't screwed with 
you for the longest, regardless of how badly they screwed with 
you when they did. 
^ Learn to 'pull shit out of your arse'. 
? ^ Go around telling people they are oppressed, and if they 
don't think they are, tell them that by not thinking they are 
oppressed, they are actually more oppressed, that really fucks up 
any of their counter arguments. 
^ Don't think for yourself. It will be the end of you. 
^ Vote the way you are told. Do not think what the students 
would like, think what your party whip would like. 
$ ^ Follow thy leader. 
? ^ Develop a self important walk. 
^ Bellow a lot. 
^ Walk into a room where you don't really know the inhabitants, 
then insult various groups of society and see if you can get a 
reaction. 
^ Develop the ability to destroy people at work, then claim that 
you are really godd friends away from work. 
^ Develop the fine art of self-contradiction. 
^ When a piece of union equipment is faulty, imply that the 
office bearer who incurred a damaged product as a result of this 
fault, should hold themselves personally responsible for the cost 
of the upkeep for the particular piece of equipment in question. (A 
photocopier in this instance) 
^ Learn to read the constitution as if it is in a foreign language, 
foreign to the rest of the union office bearers, the lawyers and 
yourself, so that no one can ever figure out how you came to the 
conclusions you did. 
^ Assume people are Liberals because they come from a 
wealthy background and drive a nice car. 
^ Assume people are Liberals because they don't wear hippy 
clothing and believe in working for a living. 
$<^ Assume people are Lefties because they suddenly are found 
not to be Liberals. 
?C» Get very confused when they are not Lefties either. 
31'' 
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^ Believe that anyone with a different opinion to you is trying to 
censor you, or oppress you, and must be destroyed. 
^ Think you are really experienced at life because you have 
survived more than eighteen months at uni, and you have run in 
two elections dammit. 
^ Think that because you are four months older than someone, 
you can call them kiddies. 
^ In fact even if you are three years younger than they are, call 
them kiddies anyway, and see how long you last without a 
dressing down. 
?C»The stereotype is your best friend. Use it, live within in, make 
decisions by it, use it as examples in debates, judge people by it, 
you cannot live without it. 
^ Know that all Arts students are lefties. 
^ Know that all Science, Engineering, Economics and Law 
students are conservative right wingers 
^ If you want to play pool in the Red Room and the tables are 
being used, invite the player to a dark place, even if they are 
bigger than you. You are from the Union, you are invincible. 
^ Refuse to pay bills you don't want to pay You don't need 
justification, just motivation. Remember, you are from the Union, 
you are invincible. 
^ If you don't know something about someone, make it up. 
^ Or just jump to wild conclusions. 
^ You must hold a Diploma in Meeting Procedure, and a 
Doctorate in Bullshit Tolerance. And don't have a life. If you did, 
you wouldn't be here. 
See you all. I've done my duty I'm off to get on with mine. 
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Beware the leader who bangs the drums of 
war in order to whip the citizens into a 
patriotic fen/our, for patriotism is indeed a 
double-edged sword. It both emboldens 
the blood, just as it narrows the mind. And 
when the drums of war have reached a 
fever pitch and the blood boils with hate 
and the mind has closed, the leader wiil 
have no need in seizing the rights of 
citizenry. Rather, the citizenry, infused with 
fear and blinded by patriotism, will offer up 
all of their rights unto the leader and gladly 
so. How do I know? For this is what I have 
done. And I am Caesar 
The Winter's Tale is Shakespeare's most fully realized 
tragicomedy, noted for the richness and density of its poetry. 
Though the titie may suggest an escapist fantasy recent 
criticism has seen in the play a profoundly realistic 
psychology and a keen commentary on the violence implicit 
in family relationships and deep friendships. 
Furthermore, we trace the changing critical and theatrical 
attitudes towards destiny and obsen/e the central from a 
Gestalt-ian psychological and dramatic polemic within the 
Jacobean cultural and political context. 
A Play In five acts, produced in 1610-11 and published in the 
First Folio of 1623. One of Shakespeare's final plays, The 
Winter's Tale, is a romantic comedy with elements of tragedy 
and is noted for its use of realism. The plot is based on the 
play Pandosto (1588) by Robert Greene. Leontes, the king of 
Sicilia, jealously believes that his faithful wife Hermione has 
committed adultery with his old friend Polixenes, the king of 
Bohemia. After various mishaps, ail three are ultimately 
reconciled after the wedding of Florlzel (son of Polixenes) 
and Perdita (daughter of Leontes and Hernnione). 
The 2nd year acting students perform like clockwork 
Shakespeare's plays. I imagine this is to harness the specific 
discipline required. Regardless, this production comes highly 
recommended, and is a rare glimpse at one of the less-
frequently staged works. In years past I have seen most of 
the productions, and, they without fail, bear fruit. This one is 
no exception. 
The Winter'sTale by William Shakespeare is showing at QUT 
Garden's point theatre until this Friday, the 24th of October, 
at 7.30pm Tickets are $10 for students. 
Andrew 
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Quotes from the year |jmM% 
"You will not see Semper for the rest of the year" 
Antonio Ferreira Jardim (Mojo), at this year's budget council. 
"... the Semper line advertising was stated at $4404 and on the basis of my research that is the lowest amount of advertising ever 
for Semper in a single year." 
Antonio Ferreira Jardim again, this time at admin committee. 
"...there is no current outstanding invoices from advertisers. I have no political vendetta about Semper" 
Jemma MacGinley (Mojo), UQU treasurer, at the same admin committee. 
"...this year they are barely scratching ten (thousand)" 
Antonio Ferreira Jardim at admin committee again. So, if there are no outstanding invoices, and Semper have only received 
$4404 for the year, where did Antonio's ten thousand figure come from? Is it possible that there is a political vendetta 'about' 
Semper? 
"Jemma, given that you yourself have stated that things in finance have not been done effectively in the past given that internal 
invoices have not been posted for the last six months, don't you find the comments and questions about Semper invoices not 
being processed some what politically based, and a little two-faced?" 
UQU President Aaron Marsham at admin committee. 
"No" 
Jemma's response. Glad we got that cleared up then. 
"Holly said she thought it was an absolute sham that you call yourselves "Secretary" "Treasurer" you are here to fuck shit up and 
you are an embarrassment to the union...Antonio said to Holly you are an embarrassment to yourself you(sic) workplace is a 
health and safety issue now get out...Holly said all you were doing was to(sic) intimidate people...Antonion(sic) said 
intimidate... Holly said you steal things... Antonio now get out. The chair asked Antonio Jemma and Stirlo to shut up." 
A sample of the minutes from admin committee. Good to see that everyone's working for students, 
"...f... to you you c... do it and I will start f. swearing... the chair will notf. name me with hisf. annoying voice you 
don't name me... f... off, you c... then I am pulling quorum, see you later, I'm sick of this shit" 
Eliza Matthews (Mojo) in Admin committee. 
"'Allan I cop a lot of shit and I am sick of the chair's bias so unless youf..... stick up for me against chair bias You're not mv 
parent, donYdiscipline mec..." 
Eliza Matthews (Mojo) to the UQ Union Acting Financial Controller. 
"After the first Heineken, the other Heinekens didn't seem that bad" 
Marcus, on his world cup experience. 
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To my friends in tlie Ministry of Truth 
(STUDENT PUBLICATIONS DIVISION) 
Sorry I have not been appearing lately I have been too busy 
thwarting the international gang of villains! We sent them on a wild 
goose chase - while they were busy chatting away at the UN, we 
carefully took Iraq apart piece by piece, and moved it to Mexico! 
Now silly western fools think they are in Iraq, but actually are in 
Iran. Is easy to fool that jackal Bush, he doesn't know how to spell 
Q. Besides, he can't tell difference between Saddam and Osama 
Bin-Laden anyway Bad news though: all of our chemical and 
biological weapons went missing as soon as we left. We think the 
imperialist baggage-handling swine at Virgin sent them all to 
North Korea by mistake. Saddam and I are trying to make some 
more out of tequila bottles and Old El Paso Salsa Mix, But in the 
meantime, I have an important assignment for you. 
Remember that time I let you wear my beret around for a whole 
week? Well, now 1 need a favour from you. 1 forgot to hand in my 
nomination for President at UQ Union in. You should print it in the 
next Semper edition, or I will roast your stomachs in hell. 
Why Vote for MSS? Because he tells you to! The Iraqi Minister 
has at all: garishly coloured clothing, experience at working for 
places ending in Q, regular public bursts of invective, and great 
economic management skills when il comes to handling truth. 
Muhammed Saeed Al-Sahaf promises you an excitement-filled 
Union next year: just wai(! 
• Feeling Bitter? Can't find your WMD's this year? Fear not! 
Under Muhammed, We love the Minister Days will be held every 
month. Six different barbeques will sen/e a variety of horrible food 
while no-name bands belt out second rate songs, preventing all 
conversation and nasty dissent for miles! This programme will be 
expensive, so the Union will have to sell off the screen-printing, 
welfare and employment divisions as well as bringing to an 
immediate halt all student advocacy/representation services. That 
is okay because that's not what Student Unions are for! Student 
Unions are for Me! 
• If Union can learn anything from the way Iraq worked under the 
Baathists, it can learn how to homogenise. The Union this year is 
much too diverse. This must be ceased immediately Anyone who 
doesn't listen to Triple M or who drinks XXXX does not belong in 
My Union and will be summarily shot, 
• A good start this year was the yes vote referendum campaign: 
that sort of use of official materials and resources to present 
propaganda and misleading information was the sort of thing that 
make us here at the Ministry proud. 
• Following from this, the campus will be divided into ghettos. Arts 
students will be herded into Forgan Smith faster than the 
Americans were chased out of Baghdad! College students will be 
given personalised ballot boxes, enormous grants of student 
Union money, and an international airport and be slowly force-fed 
propaganda until they no longer believe that the rest of the 
University exists. 
• I will bring back many of the competitions tha( have not 
appeared at all this year. For example: Hide the Semper Boxesl 
Or setting up a betting service on how long the Union can go 
without a Council meeting. My personal favouri(e is Blame the 
Constitution: see how many mistakes that you make this year can 
convincingly be pinned on inadequacies in the Constitution rather 
than your own incompetence. 
• I'm a very attractive man, you know. 
Vote [1] Muhammed Saeed Al-Sahaf 
Or be pelted with bullets and shoes. 
PS. Semper this year is too boring. Put in more pieces about the 
republic debate, or the difference between two football codes. 
That would make it much more exciting! And remember, your job 
is to write pieces about Voluntary Student Unionism and other 
wildly unpopular policies, so that 1 can go on pretending that I 
don't support them. 
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^ou are a woman pharmacist who trained in the sixties, and is 
^^ IJll working In the new mlllennlun), the women's movement is only 
one, but certainly a powerful one, of the influences that shaped me 
and my lot .Our parents were influenced by the war and the 
depression and were detenmined that we would know joy and 
prosperity. 
Our school years were In the conservative fifties, and then we 
happened to be at Uni during the 'its-OK-to-question-everything-in-
tact-lls-compulsory' sixties. We lived the information and 
technological revolutions, the invention of the oral contraceptive pill, 
,we had pro-choice and pro-life, we went to the moon, right-brain and 
jeft-brain function was discovered, Deborah Tanner wrote an elegant 
book and male and female linguistics, and John Gray decided that 
men and women think, feel and intuit differently They come from 
different planets In fact. End result of all this knowledge...men and 
women are different! My God, is that right? 
;l think we belong to different species. Certainly we have some things 
in common. We are both capable of great nobility, compassion and 
friendship and we all get that funny little sticky-out belly when we get 
old. Sometime the differences conform to stereotypes and cliches, 
sometimes not. One area where they do is in the area of spatial 
physics. 
When my beautiful niece, who used to be my beautiful nephew, 
became a girl, I asked her If she suddenly fost the ability to read 
maps and do reverse parks. She said she never could read maps. 
That must have been one of the clues that alerted her to the fact that 
she was supposed to be a girl. 
But what i want to know Is why a species that can see things in three 
dimensions and make good air traffic controllers can't do levels in a 
conversation. 
My beloved,; who is basically a very nice (Derson and probabiy 
doesri'tanripy me on purpose (but I could be wrong) and very smart, 
doesn't do ;jeyels. He doesn't do nuances, oblique references, 
hidden messages,. 1^^^ meaning^ One day when I was making 
biscuits.(yes,. I bake biscuits -just leave It OK?) he suddenly yelled 
in fright "Patti, you're using salt instead of castor sugari' In that one 
sentence, he questioned my intelligence, my powers of obsen/ation, 
reading ability, my skill as a phamiacist (pharmacists read labels 
really really carefully) and my prowess as a cook. I have tried to 
ekpiain to him. I have been in turn, patient, logical, calm, and 
understandinjg and then very loud. But he just doesn't get It. He just 
thought I was using salt instead of castor sugar. There are no levels. 
Bui that reminds me -the Womens' movement in Pharmacy When 1 
started put, patients would so expect the phamnacist to be male, that 
they would front up to the delivery boy or the husband coming to pick 
rne up (even In daggy old painting clothes) in preference to a white 
poatedwonrian pharmacist for a.consultation. These days, with the 
feminlsation of Pharmacy, a rnalep^ be mistaken for 
the delivery boyC- •',':; .. • ' 
The people who wohy^^^^ not enough 
women, pharmaclst^^iown Too many part 
timers too, they say. But'the^ are now quite 
fl lotof vvom^n;|n,pp^il&^ choice is all 
about. You can jbiVpass a satisfying 
<»reer vylthoofclfi^ ^^ have a big 
enriched ilf^emii-tlfe:j6b IsJUst o ^ whole life. 
That df^ursejjs'jiisjtjinyipplrt^ Is what Its 
all aboutv: ; | i i 5 . |S f |%^| |3 : l ' '^  •  ••' • . 
You're Gonna Love The 
Ten Emails I Forwarded 
You Today 
I'm not one to brag, but Matthew, my friend, you are in store for an 
absolute treat next time you log on. Hey when you get to work 
tomorrow morning, can you make sure you check your email 
straight away? Because even though 1 haven't been able to send 
you one personal missive in the last month, today I managed to 
forward on to you at least ten emails fonwarded to me from other 
people. 
I swear they're absolute gold, and just you're gonna love waiting 
for them all to download. I sent a couple of joke lists 1 got off Steve-
0, including "How to tell when you're addicted to the Internet" and 
"How to tell when you're too old". They're probably nothing like 
anyone else has sent you a million times already and so hilarious 
you could even print them off and hang them up next to your 
computer. There's this other funny email I sent you, too, that I got 
from Sarah who works in Accounts. It's the Ten Commandments 
Of The Kitchen, and it's filled with really funny stuff you can print 
off and hang up in your office kitchen, like "Thou Shalt Spill Coffee 
On The Way To The Desk" and "Though Shalt Keep Dirty Dishes 
Piled Up Until Someone Else Cleans Them" - really funny ironic 
stuff like that. They're a positive hoot! 
1 also got some absolutely hilarious photos of athletes falling over 
and hurting themselves - there's this one of a gymnast hitting his 
head which will have you laughing into lunch-time. (1 wonder if he 
became a paraplegic after that happened?) And I sent you some 
other gut-splittingly funny photos of animals having sex, too -
they're about 1675k in total, along with 1756k for the athlete 
photos. They shouldn't take longer than twenty minutes to 
download - though you should probably clear them from your 
Inbox once you forward them on to anyone else, 'cause they've 
probably been stopping you from receiving any other mail. 
1 also sent you one or two chain-letters someone fonwarded to me 
yesterday Nothing too funny but unless you send them on to 
someone else really bad stuff will happen to you. Sorry I passed 
them on to you, my friend, but I'm such a gutless wonder that I'd 
rather sell you out than keep shit like that to myself. 
And hey if you ever get any cool joke emails or anything that's 
even remotely forwardable make sure you send it on to me, okay? 
Because I've never really got anything like that from you and I've 
always made sure 1 send you at least eight fonA/ards a day {Except 
for when I was travelling overseas and I was only able to send you 
five fonwarded emails a day but you would not believe the rates 
they have in Internet cafes in Europe. I had to restrict my email 
time to only four hours a day Absolutely unavoidable, I'm afraid.) 
Just send me something soon, okay? Anything that's in list point or 
which contains photos of any description is perfect. I get about ten 
to twelve different fonwarded emails from different people every 
day and I generally pass most of them on. Except - if you can 
believe this - someone sent me photos the other day of kittens 
doing 'cute stuff', like rolling around on rugs and dressed in bunny 
outfits and stuff. Can you believe someone would go to the trouble 
of actually emailing me something lame like that? I'd never fonward 
something like that on. Bring on the doctored pictures of Michael 
Jackson dressed as a woman, I say 
* Like comedy? Satire articles like this and more can be found at 
http://www.ka22asatire.netfirms.com 
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I t Used To Be 
About the Bakeries 
Disclaimer: T-he truly bizarre part of this article is that a sizable 
proportion of it is'actually true. Just to keep things interesting,^  
we'll let you figure out for yourselves'which bits. 
s^^ 
You know Charies, I rekon its about time we ran 
in the student elections. 
The electoral ticket everyone's talking about in this year's Union Elections is the biggest ticket on the ballot paper, the Charies and 
Brendan Party These New Kids On the Block are responsible for turning this year's ballot paper into a small tablecloth, fielding more 
than twice the number of candidates of any other ticket. But just what is this unknown force in student politics, and what is their hidden 
agenda? 
Semper has made contact with a disgruntled former member of the CBP, who has revealed much about the ticket's inner workings. We 
can tell you that Adrian Mole (not his real name) is male, and an engineering geek, which frankly doesn't narrow it down all that much. 
"When we first started up, we didn't really know much about student politics", recalls Mr Mole, "We thought that 'running for positions' 
meant sprinting naked through the Great Court. The only reason I agreed to help out was because Char'.es told me that being a 
candidate for elections automatically increases your GPA. It did work, but that's beside the point". 
Charies Meaney being the prominently placed social butterfly that he is, membership of the Party rapidly increased, and enthusiasm 
for the grand schemes promoted was high. Revolutionary thinking, like automatically doubling any promises made by any other ticket, 
and determining policy by means of ouija boards, meant that the Party would dojbtless be a force to be reckoned with. 
Mr Mole's electoral naivete was soon cured, however, when he first discovered the real engineers of the CBP's campaign. "It became 
clear to me that there were serious flaws in the way the ticket was being run." The Constitution, for example, was hardly democratic. 
Legally the Party had only three members, these being Charies, Brendan, and half a pi22a left over from the latest Mechatronics 
Society LAN party. "In fact, I have a theory that it's really two members, since I reckon Brendan is actually a creation of Charles' 
deranged imagination. I've never seen them in the same room together.. ." muses A. Mole. 
But the more serious (and admittedly totally unsubstantiated) allegations that Mr Mole makes is that the CBP's triumvirate were not 
really in charge of the party: in fact, it is all an elaborate conspiracy a front for the agenda of one man: Union Secretary Antonio 
Ferreira-Jardim. 
For years, it is alleged, Antonio had secretly desired one thing, and one thing only: a bakery on St Lucia campus. Miffed that the MOJO 
ticket had long neglected to make such a thing official policy he hatched an elaborate plot: to (1) discredit MOJO in revenge and (2) 
fulfil his boulangeristic ambitions. 
Mole asserts that the bakery policy proposed on the official CBP party website seemingly on a whim, was actually a carefully 
orchestrated ploy to harness the "silent majority" who are crying out for readily available baked treats during lectures. 
"Initially 1 had thought that the Party was just a group of friends who wanted to be silly buggers and pass the time before exams came 
around. But what I didn't know was we were just part of a massive conspiracy I mean, no-one would actually have joined up unless 
we promised the bakery. I reckon MOJO's intense paranoia in dealing with our so-called 'joke ticket' was entirely justified". 
MOJO had determined that the CBP was a "threat" that needed to be "neutralised" at the eariiest opportunity It thus ensured that the 
bakery policy would appear prominently on their policy platform, and hoped nobody would notice. Subsequently the Bakery policy has 
made an appearance in the promises of several other electoral tickets (readers are encouraged to find out for themselves which ones). 
'This was all part of Antonio's Big Plan, you see: get his long-wanted bakery as a policy of practically all the tickets, and make MOJO 
look like a bunch of nongs who've resorted to stealing policies from other tickets for no discernable purpose. It really was typical Antonio 
style". 
Antonio has reportedly been confronted with the allegations raised by Adrian Mole, but his only response has apparently been "If you 
Kling to me, I'll Klong to you". Although Mr Mole admits he could be mistaken: "I might have misheard. 1 don't think Antonio usually 
makes obscure Chemical Brothers references like that". 
The Charies and Brendan Party are reportedly having a raffle to determine which policy of theirs will next be nicked by MOJO. Semper 
Readers are invited to contribute. 
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me begs your pardon 
No more my damned name. 
Lionel G. Fogarty, "'My Cry is Lost in a Name'\ 
pardon i for i's racism fi- i"s inferiority £r insecurity complexes 
pardon i for the walls Sr fences dividing your land 
pardon i for bible's weight £r archives fi- museums 
pardon i for the chains in your feet & arms £r tongues 
pardon i for the new names Er the robbing of your children 
state is the sit of i"s government illusionist power device 
pardon i for everyday hypocrisy fi- double standards 
pardon i for non seen u or for avoiding eyes 
pardon i for the imposition of language £r cutting of tongues 
so u speak in our rhythm £r dictionary &r grammar £r follow 
white syntaxes so as to become spoken by master puppeteer 
in strange lands beyond land knowledge 
pardon i for bringing in alcohol & self fantasy game 
pardon i for stereotypes lr separation white & black 
superior £r inferior fi- winners Sr losers £r the games mind plays 
so u is not us not u.s. not we not real but a tourist destination 
flat & diluted by our marketing mind selling demo(n)cracy 
in paper 
white paper & white ink 
white quality of this mind 
pardon i for making u hate sit of government 
no more my dammed name 
me begs your pardon 
Sergio Holas 
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Twaddle and Waffle 
Darlene Taylor 
"Twaddle and Waffle talking at you on breakfast radio", goes the 
not un-Wiggles like jingle. 
"Good morning Australia, I'm Bob Twaddle, he's "Biffo" Waffle 
and we're here to edify your intellect". 
"We're here to what your what?" "Biffo" asks quiz2ically. "Struth, 
you sound like Bazza Jones!" 
"If you've got it flaunt it. I see old Barry is running for ALP 
president again; all that hot air should keep that ship from sinking 
for a while if he wins", says Bob who mistakenly assuming he has 
told a joke guffaws for about the same amount of time it would 
have taken for the cued but forgotten "I'm Not in Love" to play 
After gaining his composure he continues, "If listeners heard 
"Police Round Up" on Jetfo's program yesterday, they'd know that 
boons, and there's no other word for them..." 
"Hooligans", offers "Biffo", "scumbags, dropkicks, toe rags, 
yobbos, youths". 
"That's not the point. 
"These", he pauses, "boons, are putting their, I won't call it art, 
although those drongos from the Arts Council would probably 
give them a government grant, have been scribbling again. IVe 
said it before and I'll say it again..." .: JVV:V :^"-'•":'5.5'.-j^ ':-
"Curfew!" Bob and "Biffo' yell in unison.!;;;;. Z;^ ^^ ^ 
"Our so-cafied leaders, and I use the teJ7tt!lopsifc;^^li6uid .show 
some guts and bring in a 6j30pm cuTie^^\j^id^0s^0QM 
the Mrs came home the other night to finid explefeeiS^icC^-:; 
"What?" ' . . ' ; ; • ' , " • . ['''•^•&^(pyx:f^^^^ 
"Swear words, Biffo, we found mde words on our fence. She got 
a big headache scrubbing it off at 2.00am and when the wife gets 
one of those, believe it when I say I'm not a happy man". 
"Biffo" titters before adopting his serious radio announcer's voice, 
"When my lady gets a headache I give her Pantamueical, it works 
fast and lasts almost as long; Pantemueical, available in chemists 
and all good superrharkets". 
Like every weekday morning a\ this time, besides the twelve 
weeks holiday Bob and "Biffo"'get each year, the booming voice 
of the ever popular and overpaid 9.00am to 12.00pm announcer 
offers a much-resented introduction, "Bob's. • Twaddle on 
Breakfast Radio" ("Bob's Waffle" is much preferred). 
"Today", Bob asserts with all the conviction he can muster, "1; 
would like to express my outrage at the exhibitionist who ruined 
my meal last night at Cuisiny a ia Ciassy, open Tuesdays to 
Sundays for brunch, lunch and dinner, by breastfeeding just when 
I began eating my reef and beef. Instead of enjoying a mouthful 
of steak and prawns I got an eyeful of cleavage. Ladies, I 
appreciate babies get hungry but if you must eat out while they're 
still suckling..." 
Titter from Biffo. 
"there are ladies toilets. I'm sure everyone shares my annoyance 
at this behaviour, and I've said it before and I will say it again..." 
"Curfew!" Biffo exclaims. 
"No, that's going too far; besides the feminuts would have our 
goolies for softball practice. I've said it before, I've forgotten what 
I've said before thanks to you Biffhead, let's just go to an ad 
break". 
"She was great in "Ordinary Aussie Girl"; she was even greater in 
"Ordinary Aussie Giri 2"; now see Raelene Rogers in her greatest 
part yet; "Ordinary Aussie Girl 3". Playing now at all quality 
suburban megaplexes". 
"Now there's a pair of breasts I'd pay to see". 
Titter from Biffo. 
"Have a whinge, have a whine, have a big hissy fit, it's cranky 
pants time", sings the not unHi-5 like promo that lets listeners 
know they can now ring In and gripe about anything as long as 
it's single mums, dole biudgers, .criminals, contemporary pop 
music and ail pblitldans except Liberals, Nationals and others to 
the right otihemri^r^:S'!-v 
"Hello Mary, are yiou.therie?" Bob asks while secretly hoping she's 
not, '^h/isjyilJkrylhj^ to me Mary". 
Ten secoVids (of'Cieaici'air^ a cracking voice is heard,'"Is that 
.mer^';:;:-^-:^-^^:^;^^^ ' , " , - • • . , • / • . ; 
Before Bob and Biffo can tell her It is Mary tells them, "I want to 
complain about John Howard..." 
"Now Mary", interrupts an obviously upset Bob, "I'll have to stop 
you there, John Howard Is our Prime Minister arid desen/es our 
respect. I reckon you'd be better off complaining about that Carr, 
fancy having the gall to think he's interesting enough to have a 
book written about him". [... 
r 
"But", Mary endeavours before 'Twaddle and Waffle" fans are 
regretfully informed, "We apoldgise for this break in transmission. 
"Have a Whinge, Have a Whine.^Haye'a Big Hissy fit, it's Cranky 
Pants Time" will be back as soon as'we've rectified the technical 
fault". . ; :V 
"As soon as we've, what?"" 
"Rectified, Biffo, a^ soon as we've fixed the bloody fault". 
E-mail:daris_2at@yahoo.com.au 
Website; www.geocities.com/darls_2at 
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the ultimate accessory 
}1 • 3eiJutr?a-3' o 
I — H ;W straight tafkTiil 
Iv y\r\ c-^\-\c\p\-i\'. 
\ i t , \ N n i i o o K IU1U i . i v i N c : 
{{if Hiifiii.i'}' //tl- 0 , i / j i ;.,tiii.f 
' jiiif «,.o-jt,/ C. C'ui'fr. ,if.n. 
; 11 » Ife MEMOIRS; OF."A:GEISHA 
Accessorize are collecting books to help open 
a community bookstore in Samoa. 
Come in-store to donate your books. 
GC6ssorize 
VIC - Chadslone, Eastland, NEW STORE Melbourne Airport MSW - QVB, Pitt Street Mall QLD - Queen Street Mall 
For store locations please call Accessorize customer service on 1800 0 0 2 1 6 6 . 
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ASSIST CHlLVUhJ TO LlAW TO LM 
As a new school year commences In many 
countries around the worid, UNICEF reports 
that roughly 123 million school-aged 
children will not be attending. The 
opportunities our education has provided us 
are countless, but for others who are not as 
fortunate, what does their future hold? This 
situation is even more distressing as many 
of these children are exploited through child 
labour. 
Addressing the lack of access to educational 
facilities and the instances of child labour 
throughout the world may seem like a 
problem too difficult to overcome. However, 
a diverse group of Australians are 
addressing this problem and are looking for 
your support. 
The Child Labour Schools Company Pty Ltd 
was formed in 2000 for the primary purpose 
of raising funds to develop infrastructure for 
schools and to maintain these educational 
facilities in areas of India where child labour 
is known to be a serious problem. The 
Company's formation was to further the 
efforts of the International Labour 
Organisation's pilot program in 1995, which 
indicated there was a high probability that 
education could successfully break the cycle 
of child labour. 
Their first project involved the construction 
of a school in Uttar Pradesh. The school 
was completed in 2001 at a cost of around 
$100,000, It is currently attended by over 
320 children and has 8 teachers. 
Their next project involves the construction 
of a second school to be built in Bihar, The 
school wil! be a residential school for about 
100 children, most of whom are orphaned 
and belong to lower castes. It is estimated 
that this project will cost $250,000 and it is 
hoped that construction will be able to start 
by the end of this year. 
The work of the Child Labour Schools 
Company was brought to the attention of the 
Brisbane community at the Asia Pacific Law 
Association's Conference 'Children and the 
Law' in June this year. In response, a group 
of young lawyers and law graduates have 
undertaken to assist the Company and the 
plight of India's children by holding a 
fundraising event to aid in the construction 
of the school in Bihar. 
Mr Bob Whyburn, a director of the Child 
Labour Schools Company will speak af the 
event on the issue of child labour in India 
unicef 
and on the work of the Child Labour Schools 
Company 
The event aims to assist in this fundraising 
effort as well as to inform those in 
attendance about the plight of children in 
India and other developing countries. All 
donations will be welcome and all money 
raised on the night will go directly to the 
Child Labour Schools Company thanks to 
the kind support of Minter Ellison Lawyers. 
Details 
Date: Monday 27 October 2003 
Time: 5:30pm for 6,00pm (to conclude at 
7:00pm) 
Venue: Minter Ellison Lawyers 
Level 22, Waterfront Place 
1 Eagle Street, Brisbane 
Please email concilio4@bigpond.com if 
you would like to attend or if you have 
further queries. 
PHD RESEARCH SCHOLARSHIPS 
JOHN CURTIN SCHOOL OF MEDICAL RESEARCH » 
The John Curtin School offers the chance to work with world-class 
researchers on cutting-edge medical and scientific projects in an exciting 
environment of discover/. 
The School was established through the inspiration of Nobel Laureate and 
penicillin developer, Howard Florey. Our exceptional research record 
continues with Nobel prizes in Neuroscience (Eccles, 1963) and 
Immunology (Doherty Et Zinkernagel, 1996 - Zinkernagel was a PhD 
student). 
Honours/PhD package: Combined Hons/PhD program attracts a A$6,000 
scholarship plus A$4,000 relocation for non-residents for the Honours 
year. 
PROJECTS AVAILABLE: 
Genomics, Molecular Genetics, Neurosciencc, Integrative Physiology, 
Immunology, Cell Biology, Virology, Gene Regulation Et Signalling, 
Computational Biology, Clinical 
science (with The Canberra Hospital). 
INFORMATION: 
E: studentenquiries@jcsmr.anu.edu.au 
or http.7/jcsmr.anu.edu.3u 
APPUCATIONS: 
www.anu.edu.au/enrolments/forms/ 
sass25s.pdf 
SEND APPLICATIONS TO: 
University Admissions, Chancelry 
Annex, 
The Australian National University, 
Canberra ACT 0200 
CLOSING DATES FOR 
SCHOLARSHIPS: 
Australian Postgraduate Awards -
31 Oct ANU PhD Scholarships-
at any time 
CRICOS Provider *0O12OC 
I'HO SCHOLARSHIP PACKAGE 
• M;ix.$ 104,500 (t.'ix-free] 
to stuck'nl over 3.5 years 
• S22,500/yciii liviticj iilloWiincL' 
• S3,0lX)tr;ivcl;ill()wancc 
• Relocnlion iillowniiccs 
IN ADDITION: 
• S3.S,000 i9l) support 
• A new computer 
• Offiee space 
• IT tr.niniiKj 
• All f.ncilities o! the ANtJ 
ANU 
THE AUSTRAUAN NATIONAL UNIVERSITY 
hnuCOIKI] 
Sperm Donors Needed 
WE WILL PAY: 
RETURN Airfares to Albury, 
Two weeks accomodation, 
and daily allowance. 
You will need to be over 18 and under 40 years of age. 
Available every second day to produce a semen sample. 
Available to attend two compulsory counselling sessions. 
Mentally fit, healthy. Able to pass a medical assessment. 
Able to pass compulsory blood test for HIV/Hep B/C. 
Willing to be registered as an identifiable donor, we cannot 
accept anonymous donors. 
We are a fully accreditied infertility clinic on the southern 
border of N.S.W. 
We have many women and couples whose hopes of having 
children may never be fulfilled due to the severe shortage of 
sperm donors. We have advertised locally but with little 
success and for that reason find it necessary to search further 
from our own region. 
If you are interested 
Phone 0260 412677 
Or fax 0260 412118 
Email: ruthkcat@reproductivemedicine.com.au 
giltrap@reproductivemedicine.com.au 
Our Website is www.reproductivemedicine.com.au 
Check out our region at www.albury-wodonga.eom/docs/t.htm 
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Karene Arundell reporting 
Plans to hold a shelved Chuck Norris 
Movie Night were kick-started when 
newly deceased Martin Sweetman, 26, 
started making arrangements from 
beyond the grave, according to 
bewildered friend Jim Campbell, 25. 
"A couple of weeks ago Martin and I were 
bumming around, watching TV late at 
night when Return Of The Dragon came 
on," recalled Campbell, who noted that 
he was stoned at the time. "After it 
finished, I remember turning to Martin 
and saying that it was a pretty good 
movie, and he said something like, 
'Yeah, it's a great martial arts movie, and 
Chuck Norris wasn't that bad, was he? 
We should have a Chuck Norris movie 
night.' And then, without really thinking, I 
agreed." 
Campbell was to regret his thoughtless 
amiability the next morning when he 
recalled with a gut-sickening wrench the 
awful films to Norris's credit, such as 
Delta Force 1 and 2, Forced Vengeance, 
Invasion USA and the straight-to-video 
1995 horror Forest Warrior. 
"By the time I remembered what 1 really 
thought of Chuck Norris it was too late," 
explained Campbell, who rates Norris 
amongst his all-time least-favourite 
actors, and martial arts amongst his all-
time least-favourite movie genres. "The 
problem was that Martin never goes 
back on his word, particularly when it's 
something he really cares about - like 
martial arts. I knew 1 was screwed." 
However, to Campbell's surprise and 
incalculable relief, Sweetman died in a 
car accident the following day - on his 
way to Campbell's house, armed with 
several of Norris's videos. The Chuck 
Norris Movie Night vow was dissolved. At 
least, that's what Campbell thought. 
"The cops came round to my house later 
that night, just to ask a few questions, 
when I noticed they left behind a copy of 
[Norris's 1985 film] Code of Silence. I 
said, 'hey, you can put this back in 
Martin's car, or give it to his family or 
whatever - I don't need iL' And the cop 
dude just looked at me and said, '1 didn't 
put that there.'" 
It was the first of several creepy incidents 
to rattle Campbell, who slowly became 
certain that "Martin was trying to make 
me watch Chuck Norris from beyond the 
grave." 
"The next morning when I came out of 
the shower I noticed Delta Force 2 was 
on TV. 1 thought, 'Gee, they don't usually 
put movies on network television before 
midday,' and when 1 looked at the TV 
guide 1 didn't see anything about Chuck 
Norris. Then I thought, 'Wait, 1 don't even 
remember turning the TV on In the first 
place.'" 
A quick glance at the television revealed 
that it had been turned off the whole 
time. 
"Then the other night as 1 was lying in 
bed 1 suddenly heard whistling - as loud 
as if it was coming from someone 
standing beside me. I was all alone - it 
was damn freaky Then, 1 thought, 'Hang 
on, I know this song,'" frowned 
Campbell, who soon identified the tune 
as the theme from Walker, Texas 
Ranger, the television series starring 
Chuck Norris. 
Many other freaky incidents have 
plagued Campbell since Sweetman's 
death, including finding a black karate 
belt inexplicably lying in his washing pile 
and discovering a copy of Norris's 
Sidekicks and a bowl of corn-chips on his 
coffee table. 
"They say that when people die really 
suddenly they sometimes linger in the 
mortal worid as ghosts, usually because 
they need to take care of unfinished 
business," concluded Campbell, who has 
now resigned himself to a solo Chuck 
Norris video night some time in the near 
future. "Who would have thought Martin's 
unfinished business would involve me 
watching Sidekicks, a tale of 'a shy 
young boy who fantasizes about meeting 
his idol, Chuck Norris'? This is totally the 
shits, man." 
Campbell puts on a brave face 
* Like comedy? Satire articles like this 
and more can be found at 
http://www.kazzasatire.netfirms.com 
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1 L O O K E D SO U N B E L I E U R B L V 
H O T L A S T N I G H T 
Oh my God. Hey, everyone! Melissa, 
Gavin, Margaret! You guys need to hear 
this. Come on, get your flabby little arses 
over here. Only joking. Seriously - guys? 
Come here for a tick. Pull a chair up. 
Margaret, bring your coffee with you. It's 
kind of a long story, to be honest, so you're 
gonna need it. Everyone gathered round? 
Good. Okay I couldn't go the rest of the 
day without telling you guys this. Right. 
Now here's the deal: 1 looked so 
unbelievably hot last night. 
1 know. I'm gathering by your stunned 
silence you're probably wondering how I 
could possibly look better than I do right 
now. Modesty aside, today is definitely 
one of my better days. But, I shit you not: 
1 went out clubbing last night and you'd 
better believe I was on absolute fire. 1 
couldn't move without being hit on, or 
someone telling me how gorgeous I 
looked. 1 was like a hurricane that swept in 
through the nightclub and left a wave of 
devastating adoration in my path. You just 
couldn't fathom how gorgeous 1 was. 
You right, Melissa? You seem to be 
choking on your water there. Drink slower: 
fast sips never go down the right way 
Where was I? Oh, yeah - how gorgeous I 
looked. Well. To be honest, it wasn't just 
last night. You know how some mornings 
you just wake up and think, "Oh, man, this 
is gonna be a fat day!" Well, yesterday 
was like the total opposite. Except 1 didn't 
just look thin, I looked absolutely gorgeous 
and tanned to boot. (Are you right, Gavin? 
Close that mouth up! I know I'm gorgeous, 
but try to keep your astonishment to 
yourself. You look like you're catching 
flies, which, by the way is not an attractive 
look!) So 1 went out wearing that little blue 
number 1 bought from the shops across 
the road and the compliments came thick 
and fast. 1 remember the day I bought that 
outfit: I was looking sooo fine. 1 remember 
the shop assistant telling me how much 
the dress suited me, and they don't say 
that stuff to just anyone. 
Hey! Gavin, where are you going. Mister 
Pister? I'm not finished yet. Get that butt 
back on that seat! 
Anyway how can 1 describe better how 
good I looked? Um.... Well, let's see. 
Remember the Christmas party last year 
where 1 wore my light pink top and skirt? 
Remember how unbelievably fantastic I 
looked then? Well, magnify that haunting 
beauty by a factor of twenty and you'll 
have how good 1 looked last night! The 
blue dress made my eyes, like, look more 
9 qi 9) g ?i (M 
blue and even bigger than usual, if you 
know what I mean. 1 was telling some 
chick at the club ail about how deep and 
soulful they look, and she was so jealous 
of me that she put her cigarette out on my 
arm. Some giris are soooo catty 
Um, a little hint, Margaret? You can't totally 
get into my story with your head inside Ihe 
photo copier like that. You can fix it any 
time; my story, however, will be limited to 
ten retellings per day for the next week. 
Oh my God I am beautiful. I'm so 
beautiful, 1 almost can't believe it. Last 
night, seven guys told me I was 'sexy' or 
'hot' or 'beautiful' in the space, of like, five 
minutes: three were construction workers 1 
passed on my way into the city one was a 
hobo, two were drunk guys sitting on the 
floor near the pokies, and the other was 
some old guy sitting on a stool with his 
belly on the bar. They just proved how 
gorgeous I am. Every time someone told 
me how good-looking I was last night, 1 
made sure I told all my friends over and 
over until they got the point, but they all 
went home pretty quickly 1 guess there's 
no point staying out when you know you're 
not the most beautiful giri on the town. 
Lastly did you ever think you'd get to 
know someone as gorgeous as me? Not 
talking, hey guys? Well, I guess someone 
of my calibre is bound to silence whole 
countries. But seriously though, don't you 
think 1 could totally be a model? I really 
could be, if I grew about twenty 
centimetres, got my teeth straightened, 
and worked out a bit more. But I think I'm 
gorgeous as 1 am. What do you guys 
think? Guys? Ah... guys? 
Like comedy? Satire articles like this and more 
can be found at 
h(tp://www. kazzasatire. nettirms. com 
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ONTROYEISIA u 
Karene Arundell reporting 
Streets Magnum has unveiled a 
controversial new assortment of ice 
confection, parading such ice cream 
titles as Paedophile Passion and 
Masturbation Mountain. 
Following in the footsteps of Magnum's 
current range which includes such 
raunchy titles as Too Choc To Handle 
and Adulterberry, the Secret Passions 
collection takes ice cream labels into 
daring new territory. 
"When we first released our latest 
assortment (of ice creams), I admit we 
felt it was a little dangerous to name 
confectionary after such wayward acts 
as adultery," explained Streets 
spokesperson Calvin Vanderson. "But 
since the response to the Adulterberry 
ice block has been so overwhelmingly 
positive, we decided to take things even 
further in our newest range." 
The controversial collection, which has 
already been condemned by church 
leaders and women's groups, includes a 
number of naughty titles such as Foot 
Fetish and Naked Lesos Mud-Wrestling. 
According to Vanderson, the ice cream 
collection is merely the next logical step 
in a marketplace driven by consumers 
who yearn to indulge their naughtiest 
and most private passions. 
"]f people wanted to buy Ice creams 
entitled "Sensible Hankerings" or 
"Conscientious Cleaning," then we'd be 
releasing titles like that," Vanderson 
stated. "But people want something that 
appeals to their wild side - that part of 
them they rarely have the opportunity to 
indulge." 
And if people find the new titles 
offensive? "Well, try the delicious 
creaminess of Bitchin' Bestiality first and 
then come and \e\i me whether you still 
think dog-rogering is a bad thing." 
* Like comedy? Satire articles like this 
and more can be found at 
http://www.kazzasatire.netfirms.com 
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The controversial new Secret Passions range, which appeals to the population 
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Boogie Nights 
The debut film of auteur filmmaker Paul 
Thomas Anderson about a group of 
people who make porn films. It is really a 
movie about families, and growing up and 
finding your place in the v/orid. There are 
several remarkable things about this film. 
The first is the consistency with which the 
characters are written. All of the main 
characters are complex people, and the 
script has a beautifully subtle way of 
allowing the audience to understand the 
reasons for their behaviour The second 
thing is the truthfulness of the acting. Mark 
Whalberg may have a limited range as an 
actor, but he was born to play the role of 
Eddie Adams/Dirk Diggler His on screen 
relationship with Burt Reynolds is a great 
example of method acting at it's finest. It is 
real, they are not acting. 
The film's soundtrack is also quite brilliant. 
The sound and images are matched 
perfectly with the film having an almost 
constant musical backing. When the 
sound stops, the intensity of the film rises. 
On the whole, Boogie Nights has the total 
package as a film. It is the finest example 
I have seen of a filmmaker combining all 
the elements to work as one. This film is 
true, in the sense that it is true to the way 
people behave. 
Unforgiven 
The finest western of its generation. This 
film starts out by changing any pre-
conceived notions the audience might 
have about what to expect from a Clint 
Eastwood movie. He plays an aging 
former alcoholic Will'am Munny with a 
reputation as a killer of women and 
children, who has been cured of his 
wicked ways by his wife, now dead. At no 
stage does the film glorify death or killing. 
One of the most potent lines in the film is 
when fvlunny is talking to his young 
accomplice: "It's a hell of a thing, killing a 
man. You take away all he's got, and all 
he's gonna' have." Th's line only works so 
well in the context of Eastwood's career. 
The power of this film only exists in the 
broader context of Hollywood as a whole, 
and Clint Eastwood in particular The film 
moves gradually forward, quietly stripping 
away all the glamour that Hollywood 
shrouded the Old West in, until a brutal 
climax, containing another brilliant line: 
"Deserve's got nothing to do with IL" 
Casablanca 
Not really an original choice, 1 know. Quite 
simply the greatest ever romance put on 
film., Humphrey Bogart is the coolest actor 
of all time. Anyone since has merely been 
a shadow. What is so brilliant is the way 
the ston,' is allowed to unfold, and Bogart's 
character Ric is revealed. At all times is 
Ric in control of his own destiny He 
makes himself out to be only motivated by 
selfish desires. At times the audience is 
made to question on which side Ric's 
loyalties lie. Any questioning of him on the 
subject is deftly handled, leaving his 
questioner bemused. 
Added to this is the doomed love affair 
with Ingrid Bergman. War is the perfect 
setting tor a romance film, because the 
uncertainty allows for the simplicity of a 
love story to unfold without any of the 
messy complications, The audience is 
tantalised by the possibility of a happy 
resolution, only to have Ric see through it, 
realising their love is doomed. A romance 
for men if ever there was one. 
Enter The Dragon 
My favourite B-grade movie of all time. 
This film worked so well because it never 
pretends to be anything other than it is. 
The movie has a simple premise: A martial 
arts tournament held on an island in 
international waters, staged by a heroin 
supplier. It has simple actors, who 
certainly are not at the height if their craft. 
There is beauty in the simplicity of this 
film, and Bruce Lee does occasionally rise 
above poor to mediocre. But, this film's not 
about great acting or dialogue. It's about 
the question that males having been 
asking of themselves and others from a 
ver '^ young age: 'Who's toughest?" It's 
also got one of the best roundhouse kicks 
in a movie, when Lee's on-scrsen sister 
takes out a baddie. 
Idiot Box 
There were a lot of Australian movies I 
could have talked about here (1 had to 
have at least one Australian film). The 
Boys is a coldly told narrative, with 
stunning performances from all the cast. 
Two Hands was a great Aussie crime 
movie, with Bryan Brown sporting a porn 
star moustache. But, 1 have to go with Idiot 
Box. The simple reason being that it's as 
much about Australia as any other 
Australian film, Ben Mendehlson and 
Jeremy Sims play two dole biudgers who 
get pissed one night and decide to rob a 
bank, mainly because they have nothing 
else to do. The film weaves a complicated 
web, leaving you hoping that the two no-
hopers will be ok, but suspecting that they 
won't. I liked this film so much because it 
was as if it had been made about some of 
my mates, near where I grew up. Unlike 
some Australian films, it does not try to 
hide from certain aspects of Australian 
culture rather it embraces them. Which 
makes an angry young man from Ipswich 
like me very proud. Deep down, I'm a 
Bevan at heart, you see. 
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Tomb Raider: The Cradle of Life 
( U n i t e d In ternat ional Pictures/Paramount) 
The plot of the most recent Lara Croft instalment, like its predecessor, is not much to speak 
of, a hackneyed blend of some mythical mumbo-jumbo about Pandora's Box and a generic 
Bond-style evil megalomaniac villain bent on peddling it to the highest bidder for use as a 
Weapon of Mass Destruction (social commentary? Nah!), This villain obviously knows he is in 
a big budget cliche, delivering all his lines archly (is there any other way?) and committing that 
old movie travesty of telling the heroine the plot, only to become suddenly incapable of killing 
her or preventing her escape. The shambles of a plot is more of an excuse to string together 
a series of tiresomely over-the-top action scenes set in 'exolic' locales, most of which look like 
(and probably are) cheesy oversized Hollywood sound-stages. But the cartoonish destmction 
of endless marble columns is just a showcase for the film's main drawcard - that virtual object 
of adolescent male geek adulation, Lara Croft/Angelina Jolie. To quote the official synopsis, in 
this movie Jolie "demonstrates her physical prowess (read: breasts) and reveals her courage 
(read: skin) as never before..," The question you have to ask yourself: is Jolie alone enough 
of an incentive for you to drag yourself away from your PlayStations and part with your hard-
earned lawn-mowing money? 
GIVEAWAYS FOR POOR STUDENTS 
THE BILLY RAE 
CYRUS TIGHT JEAN 
BONANZA 
We have a prize similar in style and substance to that of a great great 
man. Billy Rae Cyrus. Cyrus captured the hearts of many a country 
hick with such great tunes as 'Achy Breaky Heart' and has been an 
Inspiration to the the Semper team at many a down point. If you think 
you're worthy of some 'High Grade' shit all you have to do is visit the 
Semper Office wearing your best Harry high pants and if we think 
you've got the goods - you've got your pick of what's in 'THE DRAW 
where a bundle of UNCLAIMED prizes lurk. 
We salute you Billy Rae by naming this prize in honour of you. 
CD GIVEAWAYS 
We have four copies of FUR PATROL'S latest 
and greatest single 'PRECIOUS' to giveaway 
thanks to UNIVERSAL. This swanky CD 
single also comes with a badge or a magnet. 
(We can't really tell!) Anyway, drop by the SEMPER office during 
business hours if you want to score and we will gladly hand them 
over until there are no more left! 
>> ^ "^•-'—^-*" To celebrate the fact 
that THE STROKES 
are expected to grace 
Australia for THE BIG 
DAY OUT bringin with 
them their new album 
which is due to come 
out OCTOBER 20, we 
have an AIVIAZING 
prize to giveaway to 
STROKE fans. The 
major prize consists 
of a super cool Tee and their follow up album to This Is It' titled 
'Room on Fire'. We also have 3 runners up prizes of an exclusive 
Strokes single to give away All you have to do to win is to send an 
email to semper.union@mailbox.uq.edu.au answering the following 
question: What was the name of TTie Strokes first album? First in best 
dressed so get to it! 
Another big thing to come out of the 
States Is the frsh new band THE 
RAPTURE. Their debut album ' ECHOES' 
is a sonic journey into electo twang and 
drum machine beats. It's simple, it's 
classic and it's the CD you want to have 
your hands on RIGHT NOW! Thanks to 
the baunch @ we have 5 COPIES of 
'ECHOES' to give away. Simply pop on by 
the Semper office(during buisness hours) 
to lay your hands on a copy. 
We've got a stack of books 
hanging around that we've been 
too busy to read. Here's an idea. 
Instead of watching re-runs of 
'Press Your Luck' over the 
holidays -• why not read a book. 
Embrace your inner nerd and pop 
by the Semper Office during 
office hours We're GIVING some 
great new titles away to anyone 
who wants to 'ave a bit of a read. 
BOOK GIVEAWAYS 
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'Echoes' 
The Rapture 
(Universal Music) 
WOW. Passion rises up from beneath the 
Rapture's obsession with Biondie to bring 
forth a wondrous album of all sorts. From 
the chiming bells to the whacked up vocals 
that sound like a street kid slumming it in 
New York City's dirty dirty streets- you could 
get yourself into serious trouble with this 
album. This album is one of the best releas-
es I've managed to get my hands on to 
date. Yes I'm blowing their trumpet, but 
these Happy Monday's have created a 
Bowie intrigue and a grummet of miserable 
happiness. I'm not going to bother to name 
the tracks. If you haven't heard them 
already - you 're not worth writing to, 
Sam Rothbald' 
'Little Bjrdy' 
Little Birdy 
(Little Birdy MusicA/irgin) 
By now you ve probably heard the exquisite 
pop genius of 'Relapse' grace Triple J air-
waves, and maybe even its follow-up, the 
intoxicating country waltz 'Baby Blue', both 
contained on this debut EP from Little Birdy 
The front woman of the group is Katy Steele, 
sister of The Sleepy Jackson's Luke, leading 
to musings about a possible chance accident 
involving the Steele siblings and radioactive 
mutagen somehow granting them superhu-
man song writing powers. Luckily for us Katy 
has decided to use her powers on the side of 
good, not evil. And while the rest of the EP 
doesn't quite scale the transcendent heights 
of the first two songs, it is nevertheless a 
delightful blend of chiming guitars and Katy's 
unique voice, which manages to be both 
blissfully angelic and compellingly human at 
the same time. 
Jeremy Day' 
'Further Proof 
Naked Heart 
(Marlin/Shock) 
1 was under the impression that nu-metal was 
dead, but cleariy there remains a legion of 
zombies staggering around the musical land-
scape who haven't realised that this signifi-
cant shift in the cultural environment should 
by all rights render them and their whole ugly 
species extinct, and as such, are just begging 
for both barrels of the critical shotgun. The 
generic bludgeoning riffs, alternating bark-
ing/crooning vocals and overbearing pompos-
ity that adorns this ridiculous record paint 
Naked Heart as nothing more than a poor 
man's Butterfly Effect attempting to mimic 
Linkin Park. The only song that isn't shape-
less muck is a cover of Kylie Minogue's 
'Confide In Me', which is given a bombastic 
metal renovation to predictably cringe-worthy 
results, especially when augmented with 
some embarrassing 'Freak on a Leash' style 
scatting. Given that Naked Heart look and 
sound like an inept self-parody their bluster-
ing earnestness is deeply disturbing. 
Jeremy Day 
Results May Vary' 
Limp Bizklt 
(Flip/lnterscope) 
Like an aberrant mutant organism that poi-
sons the atmosphere of the Earth purely by 
virtue of its existence, Limp Bizkit's new 
album should have been fatally crushed 
under heel sometime between its birth and 
the drawing of its first breath. The record-buy-
ing public already knows what this overblown 
ode to infantilism sounds like: seventy min-
utes of shaved ape Fred Durst ranting about 
the downside of being rich and famous over 
the top of a god-awful racket of the politely 
noisy variety. As punishment for spewing forth 
this vile garbage into the worid, Durst should 
be restrained by unnecessarily cruel steel tor-
ture implements, Clockwork Orange•s^/le, 
and forced to aurally ingest his own appalling 
music until whatever inlinitesimal decaying 
mould still encrusted on the inside of his cra-
nial cavity protests by crawling out of his ears 
and drowning itself in a bucket of acid. 
Jeremy Day 
Z' 
Gonzales 
(Valve) 
When It comes to creating bizarre synth-
based hip-hop, 
Gonzales is the half-witted janitor to Dr 
Octagon's mad scientist, Instead of using the 
doclor's sinister sci-fi and eerie horror sam-
ples, to bring his monster to life Gonzales has 
injected sleazy plastic funk and the contents 
of a dusty old test tube labelled 'The soul of 
Prince'. However he is apparently ignorant of 
the disastrous consequences of playing God. 
This album, much like Mary Shelley's mon-
ster, is essentially a rehash, a sad and pitiful 
amalgamation of ill-fitting and mostly dead 
parts (the inclusion of a mutated version of 
'Take Me to Broadway' which originally 
appeared on his previous album, for exam-
ple). The pervading grubbiness of the album 
is irksome and distasteful, and as a rapper 
Gonzales doesn't flow as much as limp, until I 
just want to put him out of his misery with a 
pitchfork and burning torch. 
Jeremy Day 
Appetite' 
Rachaei Kane 
(Sony/Roadshow) 
Rachaei Kane belongs to that class of female 
singer who flirt with the illusion that they are 
not record company sanitised puppet-on-a-
strirg pop starlets just because they are 
brunettes in op-shop jeans who co-wrote half 
the songs on their album. Puzzling then, that 
she feels the need to enlist the services of 
professional songwriters (members of Frente 
and Boom Crash Opera, no less) capable of 
cranking oul five chart-toppers before break-
fast with time left to bank their colossal pay-
checks. It certainly raises the question of 
what she brings to the table, aside from her 
photogenic likeness stamped all over the 
packaging. Petty gripes aside, the songs are 
as catchy as you would expect, with plenty of 
pretty verses that sound strangely like Frente 
and big choruses that sound curiously like 
Boom Crash Opera. File in the 'please take 
me seriously as a musician' category along-
side Amiel and Delta Goodrem. 
Jeremy Day 
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'Precious' 
Fur Patrol 
(Universal) 
New Zealand indie rockers Fur Patrol do as 
best they can to emulate the sultry tones of 
Kim Gordon in the verse of 'Precious', which is 
why the chorus pleasantly surprises when it 
spasms energetically like a double dose of 
Sleater-Kinney effectively providing a crash 
course in ultra-hip riot grrl guitar abrasiveness 
in one short song. B-side 'Counting Upside 
Down' is a similarly uncompromising exercise 
in cool. 
Jeremy Day 
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Wire's first album 'Pink Flag', released in 1977, was a landmark punk release, adding art school 
cleverness and a much-needed sense of humour to the punk movement. With their first full 
lenqth album of new material for 12 years, Wire are still making cutting edge music that sounds 
better than most bands half their age. 
Semper spoke to lead singer Colin Newman about the events prompting this latest phase of 
Wire s evolution. 
"The reform of Wire in 2000, although it was something which Bruce (Gilbert, guitar player) and I certainly considered to be 'aesthetically 
timely', came about because of an invitation for the band to play the Royal Festival Hall in London. Despite the reasonable fee attached, 
there was no way that ten plus years of group inactivity could be dramatically turned round into a new version. We decided to do 
something we had never done before which was present the band as a 'historical item'." 
Somewhat of an ironic set of circumstances for a band who have always neglected their past in favour of a consistently fonvard-looking 
approach. 
"To be quite honest those Royal Festival Hall 'comeback' type shows tend to attract a 'gotta add this band to my checklist' type of 
audience, a new set would have just pissed them off. In learning the material, we discovered that there was no way that we could 
perform it as if it were the 70's or 80's again. It is an important fact about Wire that it always reflects it's times. People who saw this and 
subsequent shows were rather amazed at how we sounded socontemporary. One thing became very clear, when we went fast it created 
a special frisson in the audience. We are not talking about old punks re-living their youth here, rather young men, out watching bands, 
discovering that they are suddenly bored with slow music. In short, you could see it coming a mile off, so it came as no surprise at all 
to me when The Strokes broke in 2001". 
So how did you get from that point to the recording of new material? 
"We finished up with the historical thing in late summer 2000. By that time most of the 'oldies' had been either twisted into some kind of 
new shape or replaced by ones we could twist. But it was obvious we needed some new material and a way to present it on record. 
However Wire albums have been traditionally very unhappy affairs in the making. So not only would a trip to a studio with a producer 
4S 
-UQ 
union £ fA 9 9 O 9 'A 
not have produced much but also we would have to compromise our arses before we even began to get someone to pay for that." 
"I decided a radical approach was needed. Circumstances presented an opportunity. One rainy afternoon 1 was fiddling with a rather 
botched version of '12XU' and wondered if it would respond to a bit of pro-tools audio sequencing. 
Well the rest is history. I figured that if 1 could entice the band by demoing new material using a similar methodology then perhaps we 
could find a way to make new material for release without having to engage with the aspects of the industry we weren't much interested 
in. That process really started gathering a pace and real interest and commitment from the rest of the band by the second half of the 
year. By the end of the year we had a real body of work and we started to discuss how lo 
release 
The utilisation of modern recording technology is one aspect of the band, which has ensured 
that they never get left behind with most of their contemporaries. 
"I've personally always been involved with the evolution of music made using home 
computers even since the eariy days with Ataris and midi and every project, including Wire, 
will try to use affordable and relevant tools to get the job done. 1 suppose you could say that 
the recorded material is constructed out of 'bits', by that 1 mean that none of the songs are 
constructed and recorded as a band although we have a whole library of performances of 
various kinds on the hard disc. It's fundamentally the attitude and methodology of dance 
music applied to rock." 
Any lingering doubt that the band are tired and bloated old sad punks riding the gravy train 
of ancient glories and a notorious brand-name is dispelled upon listening to their incendiary 
new album, 'Send'. It's the blistering sound of menacing electronics being pulverised by a 
storm of bleak fuzzed up guitar mayhem, darker and more oppressive even than earlier bleak masterpieces from the band. 
"Many people refer to the album as claustrophobic. I somewhat flippantly reply that the studio is very small and we don't use a lot of 
reverb! There is an intensity of emotion there even if it's not a very precise emotion. We've always been referred to as being rather bleak. 
1 would like to imagine that this is part of the indefinable chemistry that makes the Wire 'sound'. Wire is not a project that sets out to 
make work with a set of specific points of view, what comes out is, we hope, pretty organic." 
The organic nature of the music is currently being tested live at Wire's recent shows. Word is that the gigs are as intense as ever, to the 
point of inspiring renowned Boston punk band Mission of Burma to get back together. However you won't find any old classics propping 
up their recent sets. 
"The main set is all drawn from our current repertoire. We may wheel out a few oldies for encores but won't play anything just for the 
sake of it. A poor rendition of a classic only does harm." 
It is exactly this refusal to dwell in the past and pander to critics or consumers that has ensured Wire's longevity and the adaptability of 
their music. By introducing a new variation on the hackneyed sound of the original punk movement and evolving with the times, they 
managed to avoid being thrown on top of the late 70's British punk s'agheap. Instead they became seminal in the development of post-
punk, their combination of angular rifting and moody keyboards on 1978 album Chairs Missing beating Joy Division to the punch by a 
full year. 
"As far as the UK is concerned Wire was never a punk band. Wc were a year too late to be first generation 'britpunk' and anyhow 
sounded and looked wrong, as well as having no interest to be punk, For me it's more like a conversation with 'our' culture - I'm not 
talking in general terms, although these things influence culture at large, but more of a kind of 'gestalf or envelope which you might want 
to call cutting edge but it's more like a constantly evolving set of artists working in many disciplines who define our times. What's the 
point in doing art if it doesn't mean anything or doesn't somehow interact with this evolution?" 
Do you think Wire still has that desire to challenge convention? 
"It sounds a bit dry. Yes, today I'm going to wear my socks on my ears and damn convention and Mrs Jones next door!" 
Send Is out now on Valve Records. 
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THEATRE 
ALED JONES - Debonair Welsh baritone Aled 
Jones, once the most famous choir boy in the 
world, is set to woo audiences in Australia with 
his charm and charisma, playing Concert Hall, 
Qld Performing Arts Centre, Dec 7, 2pm, 
Bookings: 136 246. or www.qtix.com.au 
STEPPING OUT - A warm and very funny 
play about the lives of a group of women (and 
one ovenwhelmed man) attending a weekly 
lap-dance class in a suburban church hall. 
Showing @ Cement Box Theatre, Union 
Road, University of Qld, St Lucia. (Tix: $25 
Adults/ $22 Concession/ Groups (10 of more) 
$22). Bookings: 3357 8733. 
THE CHUCK WHO SHOW - David 
Strassman brings his hilariously dysfunctional 
family of Ted E, Bare and Chuck Wood to 
Australia after winning two critics awards at the 
Edinburgh Festival. Showing @ The Twelfth 
Night Theatre, from Nov 25. Bookings; (07) 
32525122 
ART 
FILM NOI - Politique Blanche - A multi-media 
exhibition of installation and film by Mike Parr 
and Adam Geczy. Showing @ OCA Gallery, 
QLD College of Art. Griffith University, South 
Bank until Nov 19. Ph: (07) 3840 7278. 
LEUNIG ANIMATED - You've seen his work 
now enter his worid of cartoons with his creative 
exhibition showing @ the Qld Museum, South 
Brisbane until Nov 16. Ph: (07) 38407555. 
PLACE AND MEMORY - The graphic work of 
William Robinson showing @ QUT Cultural 
Precinct until Dec 7. 
STORYPLACE- Featuring the Indigenous art 
of Cape York and the rainforest region, this 
exhibition is the first major survey of historical 
and contemporary art works of the Cape York 
Region featuring more than 300 works. 
Showing @ QLD Art Gallery until Nov 9. Ph: 
(07) 3840 7303. 
SPEED POETS - Spoken word on the 
overdrive, downstairs at Belushi's (1st Sunday 
of every month) in the Brunswick St Mall. A 
feat of spontaneous spoken word, poetry and 
ranting all to :he beats of DJ Crispy...free 
zines and Brisbane's hottest open mic 
section... Don't miss it! 
MUSIC 
JUNGLE BROTHERS play FAMILY OCT 23. 
THE BLACK EYED SUSANS/THE 
SPOILS/CAM BUTLERIS GUITAR 
ORCHESTRA play THE HEELER OCT 24. 
ENDORPHIN plays the INDIE TEMPLE OCT 
24. 
50 
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STELLA ONE ELEVEN/ PEACHFISH/ 
GENSHEN play THE HEALER OCT 25. 
SCREEMFEEDER CD LAUNCH OCT 26 @ 
THE ZOO. 
FOURTH FLOOR COLLAPSE CD 
LAUNCH® RICS CAFE OCT 26. 
STRAPPING YOUNG LAD/ DAYSEND play 
S ^ fA 9 £ % 
THE ARENA, OCT 30. 
THE BANSHEES BALL: CHARLSFOSTER 
KANE/ BRINDLE/ LOVEJOY/ EZMERELDA 
play THE HEALER OCT 31. 
HILLTOP HOODS @ THE ALLEY, OCT 31. 
IMAGINE NATION/6012 @ THE ALLEY, NOV 1. 
HALLOWEEN HELLFEST: ALL AGES GIG 
with D_N1NE/ BFT SATIVA /BRACE / 
HEADKASE/ FLESH MECHANIC @ CLUB 
SPLURT, NOV 2. 
TAMAS WELLS @ BRUNSWICK St MALL 
ROTUNDA, NOV 2. 
ARCHITECTURE IN HELSINKI/MAX 
TUNDRA/ MOLLINGER @ THE ZOO NOV 6. 
SOMA RASA CD LAUNCH/DOPE & 
DUSTED/DNO/MISS BROWN play THE 
ZOO, NOV 7. 
THE CAT EMPIRE CD LAUNCH® THE 
ZOO, NOV 8. 
THE FRAMES® THE ZOO, NOV 13. 
9 L 0 9 £ 'A T 
PHOEBUS CD LAUNCH @ THE HEALER, 
NOV 14. 
BLUEUNE MEDIC @ THE ZOO, NOV 14. 
MACHINE GUN FELLATIO/ PRE SHRUNK® 
THE ARENA, NOV 15. 
THE BIRD® THE ZOO, NOV 15. 
KILLING JOKE® THE ARENA, NOV 21. 
MXPX@ THE ARENA, NOV 22. 
LEGENDS OF HIP-HOP: TONE 
LOC/YOUNG MC @ THE ARENA, NOV 23. 
SUPER FURRY ANIMALS® THE ZOO, NOV 
28. 
ADVENrJAH: PUBLIC ENEMY/DJ BLIM/DJ 
LORD/SLINKY DJS/JOHN KELLY/DAVE LEA 
& TIM LYALU NUKLEUZ DJS/ NICK 
S E N T I E N C E & P H I L 
REYNOLDS/OD404/BRISK/ DJ LEEROY/ 
LEE HASLAM/ABOVE & BEYOND/TIPPER/ 
DEETRON/ BEXTA/ B(IF)TEK/ CAM FARRAR/ 
PAUL HOLDEN/ LEIGHTON/ILSE/ GOOD 
BUDDHA/ KOOLISM/ MASTER KAOS/ 
SUPERFLUID® RNA SHOWGROUNDS, NOV 
_ _ — . ^ ^ 29. 
IC^^3 ^ '" 
POWDERFINGER with special guests 
JOHN BUTLER TRIO and THE TREMORS 
play BRISBANE RIVERSTAGE NOV 29 
(SOLD OUT) and 30th. TIX still available for 
NOV 30 show from Rockinghorse Records 
and Skinnys 
GERSEY/ SPIRAL STAIRS® THE ZOO, 
NOV 29. 
Br .<5 tss^  
THE VINES 
HOMEBAKE 2003: NICK CAVE & THE BAD 
SEEDS/ THE VINES/ SOMETHING FOR 
KATE/ THE JOHN BUTLER TRIO/ 1200 
TECHNIQUES/AMIEL/THE SUPERJESUS/ 
THE SLEEPY JACKSON/ PNAU/ 
DOWNSYDE/ THE CASANOVAS/ THE 
CHURCH/ KATALYST/ GERLING/ FRENZAL 
RHOMB/ THE BUMBLEBEEZ/ FOR 
AMUSEMENT ONLY/ THE MESS HALL/ 
BEATS OF BOURBON/ MAGIC DIRT/ 
RESIN DOGS/ PETER MURRAY/ THE 
BUTTERFLY EFFECT/ MAYA JUPITER/ 
ZEPHYR TIMBRE/ SCREEMFEEDER/ THE 
MORNING AFTER GIRLS/ PEABODY® 
SYDNEY DOMAIN, DEC 6. 
CHRISTINA AGUILERA@B.E.C, DEC 14. 
THE SHINS/IRON & WINE® THE ZOO, DEC 
14. 
FALLS FESTIVAL: PENNYWISE/ TURIN 
BRAKES/ G LOVE & SPECIAL SAUCBTHE 
MESS HALL/ XAVIER RUDD/ PAUL KELLY/ 
OZOMATLI/ THE WAIFS/ COG/ TREY/ THE 
BEAUTIFUL GIRLS/ MANSON JENNINGS® 
LORNE, VIC; MARION BAY, TAS DEC30 
-JAN1. 
QUEENS OF THE STONE AGE/ THE 
DISTILLERS, JAN 2- TBC. 
E V A N E S C E N C E ® B R I S B A N E 
CONVENTION CENTRE, JAN 1 
BIG DAY OUT 2004: MATEALLICA/ THE 
STROKES/ A PERFECT CIRCLE/ THE 
DANDY WARHOLS/ THE MARS VOLTA/ 
THE FLAMMING LIPS/ BASEMENT JAXX/ 
APHEX TWIN/ BLACK EYED PEAS/ 
PEACXHES/ GURUS/ SOMETHING FOR 
KATE/ THE DATSUNS/ GERLING/ JET/ 
TREY/ DOWNSYDE/ MAGIC DIRT/ THE 
BUHERFLY EFFECT® GOLD COAST 
PARKLANDS,JAN18. 
METALLICA® B.E.C, JAN 19. 
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MAKEYGUR MARK WITH 
llM:ilfli?Jill 
STUD^ 
Wl IK$i3||itj|^ 
To make it in the business world you must stand 
out from the crowd.A postgraduate degree from 
The University of Auckland Business School wiil 
give you the extra edge and the head start you're 
seeking.Your postgraduate qualification will ensure 
that you are recognised and respected wherever 
you go. 
KitlON '<»> 
. ^ ^ . 
^<^ imfii.. 
2M.'< 
N I 
• :^  V 
The University of Auckland Business School is 
internationally respected for its research and 
scholarship.We prepare our students to lead 
internationally competitive industries, firms and 
public seaor organisations in New Zealand.Australia 
and overseas.Are you ready for the challenge? 
You can also mix business with pleasure in New 
Zealand's largest and most dynamic city.Auckland 
is the City of Sails, home to more than $ 1.2 million 
people. Situated on a narrow isthmus between two 
harbours, the city and its surroundings offer 
unlimited recreational activities, including water 
and snow sports. 
NOW'S THE TIME TO ENROL FOR 2004. 
Visit: www.business.auckiand.ac.nz 
for more information or email: 
postgrad-com@auckiand.ac.nz 
[•flraTO 
.^ 1^ 41.1 www.business.aucklandac.nz BUSINESS SCHOOL 

